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I 

THE ADVENTURE OF 
THE EMPTY HOUSE 

It was in the spring of the year 1894 that all London was 
interested, and the fashionable world dismayed, by the murder 
of the Honourable Ronald Adair under most unusual and inex- 
plicable circumstances. The public has already learned those 
particulars of the crime which came out in the police investiga- 
tion, but a good deal was suppressed upon that occaaioD, since 
the case for the prosecution was so overwhelmingly strong that 
it was not necessary to bring forward all the facts. Only now, 
at the end of nearly ten years, am I allowed to supply those 
piiMing links i^ch make up the whole of that remarkable 
diain. The crime was of interest in itself, but that interest 
was as nothing to me compared to the inconceivable sequd, 
which afforded me the greatest shock and surprise of any evei^ 
in my adventurous life. Even now, after this long interval, I 
find mysdf thrilling as I think of it, and feeling once more that 
sudden flood of joy, amazement, and increduUty which utterly 
submerged my mind. Let me say to that public, which luu 
shown some interest in those gUmpses which I have occa- 
sionaily given them of the thoughts and actions of a vety re- 
markable man, that they are not to blame me if I have not 
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1 TOe BmtJHN OF SHEBLOOC HOLMES 

shared my knowledge with them, for I should hare considered 
it my first duty to have done so, bad I not been barred by a 
positive prohibition from his own Ups, which was only with- 
drawn upon the third of last month. 

It can be imagined that my dose intimacy with Sherlock 
Holmes had interested me deeply in crime, and that after his 
disappearance I never failed to read with care the various prob- 
lems which came before the public. And I even attempted, more 
than once, for my own private satisfaction, to employ his meth- 
ods in their solution, though with indifferent success. There 
was none, however, which appealed to me like this tragedy of 
Ronald Adair. As I read the evidence at the inquest, which led 
up to a verdict of wilful murder against some person or persons 
unknown, I realized more clearly than I had ever done the loss 
which the community had sustained by the death of Sherlock 
Holmes. There were points about this strange business which 
would, I was sure, have specially appealed to him, and the 
efforts of the police would have been supplemented, or mote 
probably anticipated, by the trained observation and the alert 
mind of the first criminal agent io Europe. All day, aa I drove 
upon my round, I turned over the case in my mind, and found 
no explanation which appeared to me to be adequate. At the 
risk of telling a twice-told tale, I will recapitulate the facts as 
they were known to the public at the conclusion of the inquest. 

The Honourable Ronald Adair was the second son of the Eari 
of Maynooth, at that time governor of one of the Australian 
colonies. Adair's mother had returned from Australia to un- 
dergo the operation for cataract, and she, her son Ronald, and 
her daughter Hilda were living together at 427 Paric Lane. The 
youth moved in the best society — had, so far as was known, 
DO ^lemies, and no particular vices. He had been engaged to 
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Miss Edith Wpodley, of Carstuis, but llie engagemait had been 
broken off by mutual consent some months before, and there 
was DO iugtt that it had 1^ any very profound feeling behind it 
For the rest the man's Ufe moved in a narrow and conventional 
circle, for his habita were quiet and iaa nature unemoticmal. 
Yet is was upon this easy-going young aristocrat that death 
came, in most strange and unexpected form, between the hours 
of ten and deven-twenty on the night of March 30, 1884. 

Ronald Adair was fond of cards — playing continually, but 
never for such stakes as would hurt him. He was a member 
of the Baldwin, the Cavendish, and the Bagatelle card clubs. 
It was shown that, after dinner on the day of his death, he had 
played a rubber of whist at the latter club. He had also played 
there in the afternoon. The evidence of Uiose who had played 
with him — Mr. Murray, Sir John Hardy, and (x^ond Moran — 
showed that the game was whist, and that there was a furiy 
equal fall of the cards. Adair might have lost five pounds, 
but not more. His fortune was a considerable one, and such 
a losa could not in any way affect him. He had played nearly 
every day at one club or other, but he was a cautious player, 
and usually rose a winner. It came out in evidence that, in 
partnership with Colonel Moran, he had actually won as much 
as four hundred and twenty pounds in a sitting, some weeks 
before, from Godfrey MOner and Lord Balmoral. So much 
tor his recent history as it came out at the inquest. 

On the evening of the crime, he returned from the dub ex- 
actly at ten. His mother and sister were out spending the even- 
ing with a relation. The servant deposed that she heard him 
enter the front room on the second floor, generally used as his 
sitting-room. She had lit a fire there, and as it smdced she had 
opened the window. No sound was heard from the room until 
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6 THE RETURN OF SHERLOOC HOLMES 

eleven-twenty, the hour of the return <^ .Lad; Maynooth and 
her daughter. Desiring to say good-night, she attempted to 
enter her son's room. Tlie door was locked on the inside, 
and no answer could be got to their cries and knocking. Help 
was obtained, and the door forced. The unfortunate young 
man was found lying near the t^le. His head had been 
horribly mutilated by an expanding revolver bullet, but no 
weapon of any sort was to be found in the room. On the 
tdble lay two banknotes for ten pounds each and seventeen 
pounds ten in silver and gold, the money arranged in little 
piles of vaiying amount. There were some figures also upon 
a sheet of paper, with the names of some club friends opposite 
to them, from which it was conjectured that before his death he 
was endeavouring to make out his losses or winnings at cards. 

A minute examination of the circumstances served only to 
make the case more complex. In the first place, no reason 
could be given why the young man should have fastened the 
door upon the inside. There was the possibility that the mur- 
derer had done this, and had afterwards escaped by the win- 
dow. The drop was at least twenty feet, however, and a bed of 
crocuses in full bloom lay beneath. Neither the flowers nor the 
earth showed any sign of having been disturbed, nor were there 
any marks upon the narrow strip of grass which separated the 
house from the road. Apparently, therefore, it was the young 
man himself who had fastened the door. . But how did he come 
by his death P No one could have climbed up to the window 
without leaving traces. Suppose a man had fired through the 
window, he would indeed be a remarkable shot who could with 
a revolver inflict so deadly a wound. Again, Paik Lane is a 
frequented thoroughfare; there is a cabstand within a hundred 
yards of the house. No one had heard a shot. And yet there 
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was the dead man, and there the revolver bullet, whicii had 
mushroomed out, as soft-nosed bullets will, and so inflicted a 
wound which must have caused instantaneous death. Such 
were the ctrcumstances of the Paik Lane Mystery, which were 
further complicated by entire absence of motive, since, as I 
have said, young Adair was not known to have any enemy, and 
no attempt had been made to remove the money or valuables 
in the room. 

All day I turned these facts over in my mind, endeavouring 
to hit upon some theory which could reconcile them all, and to 
find that line of least resistance which my poor friend had de- 
clared to be the starting-p(»nt of every investigation. I confess 
that I made little progress. In the evening I strdled across the 
park, and found myself about six o'clock at the Oxford Street 
end of Paric Lane. A group of loafers upon the pavements, all 
staring up at a particular window, directed me to the house 
which I had come to see. A toll, thin man with coloured 
glasses, whom I strongly suspected of being a {dain-clothes 
detective, was pointing out some thecny of his own, while the 
others crowded round to listen to what he said. I got as near 
him as I could, but his observations seemed to me to be 
absurd, so I withdrew again in some disgust As I did so I 
struck agunst an dderiy, deformed man, who had been be- 
hind me, and I knocked down several books whi<Ji he was 
carrying. I remember that as I [ncked than up, I obsoved the 
titie c^ one ci them, " The Origin of Tree Worship, ** and it 
struck me that the fellow must be some poor bibEophile, who, 
either as a trade or as a hobby, was a collector of obscure 
volumes. I endeavoured to apolt^ize for the accidoit, but it 
was evident that these bodes which I had so unfortunatdy 
maltreated were very precious (Ejects in the eyes d their 
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8 THE RETTURN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 

owner. With a snari cJ contempt lie turned upon his heel, 
and 1 9SW ias curved back and white side-whiskers disappear 
among the throng. 

My observations of No. 4S7 Park Lane did little to clear up 
the problem in which I was interested. The house was sepa- 
rated from the street by a low waU and railing, the whole not 
more than five feet high. It was perfectly easy, therefore, for 
any one to get into the gard^i, but the window was entirely in- 
accessible, since there was no waterpipe or anything which 
could help the most active man to climb it. More puzzled than 
ever, I retraced my steps to Kensington. I had not been in my 
study five minutes when the maid entered to say that a person 
desired to see me. To my astonishment it was none other than 
my strange old bodk collector, his sharp, wizened face peering 
out from a frame of white hair, and his precious volumes, a 
dozen of them at least, wedged under his right arm. 

"You're surprised to see me, sir," said he, in a strange, 
croaking voice. 

I acknowledged that I was. 

"Well, Fve a conscience, sir, and when I chanced to see you 
go into this house, as I came hobbling after you, I thought to 
myself, I'll just step in and see that kind gentieman, and tell 
him that if I was a bit gruff in my maimer there was not any 
harm meant, and that I am much obliged to him for picking 
up my books. " 

" You make too much of a trifle, " said I. " May I ask how 
you knew who I was ? " 

" Wdl, sir, if it isn't too great a liberty, I am a ndghbour of 
yours, for you'll find my littie bookshop at the comer of Church 
Sbe^ and very happy to see you, I am sure. Maybe you col- 
lect yourself, sir. Here's ' British Birds, ' and ' Catullus,' and 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE EMPTY HOUSE B ■ 

' The Holy War' — a bargain, every one of them. With five vol- 
umes you could just fill that gap on that second shelf. It looks 
untidy, does it not, sir P " 

I moved my head to look at the cabinet behind me. When I 
turned again, Sheiiock Holmes was standing smihng at me 
across my study table. I rose to my feet, stared at him for 
some seconds in utter amazement, and then it appears that I 
must have fainted for the first and the last time in my life. 
Certainly a grey mist swirled before my eyes, and when it 
deared I found my coUar^ods undone and the tingling after- 
taste of brandy upon my lips. Holmes was bending over my 
chair, his flask in his hand. 

" My dear Watson, " sud the well-remembered voice, " I owe 
you a thousand apologies. I had no idea that you would be ao 
affected." 

I gripped him by the arms. 

"Holmes!" I cried. "Is it really youP Can it indeed be 
that you are alive f Is it possible that you succeeded in climb- 
ing out of that awful abyss P " 

"Wait a moment," said he. "Are you sure that you are 
really fit to discuss things P I have given you a serious shock 
by my unnecessarily dramatic reappeanmce. " 

" I am aU right, but indeed. Holmes, I can hardly believe my 
eyes. Good Heavens! to think that you — you of all men — 
should be standing in my study. " Again I grip[>ed him by the 
sleeve, and fdt the thin, sinewy arm Iwneath it. " Well, you're 
not a sjnrit, anyhow, " said I. " My dear chap, Fm overjoyed 
to see you. Sit down, and tell me how you came alive out of 
that dreadful chasm. " 

He sat opposite to me, and lit a cigarette in his old, noncha- 
lant manner. He was dressed in the seedy frock-coat of the 
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10 THE KETUHN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 

book mercliant, but the rest of that individual lay in a pile of 
white hair and old books upon the table. Holmes looked even 
thinner and keener than of old, but there was a dead-white 
tinge in his aquiline face which told me that his life recently had 
not been a healthy one. 

" I am glad to stretch myself, Watson, " said he. " It is no 
joke when a tall man has to take a foot off his stature for several 
hours on end. Now, my dear fellow, in the matter of these 
explanations, we have, if I may a^ for your coToperation, a 
hard and dangerous night's work in front of us. Perhaps it 
would be better if I gave you an account of the whole situation 
when that woik is finished. " 

" I am full of curiosity. I should much prefer to hear now." 

"You'll come with me to-night?" 

" When you like and where you like. " 

"This is, indeed, like the old days. We shall have time for 
a mouthful of dinner before we need go. Well, then, about 
that (dLBsm. I had no serious difficulty in getting out of it, for 
the Tery simple reason that I never was in it " 

" You never were in it ? " 

" No, Watson, I never was in it. My note to you was abso- 
lutdy genuine. I had little doubt that I had come to the end 
of my career when I perceived the somewhat sinister figure of 
the late Professor Moriarty standing upon the narrow path- 
way which led to safety. I read an inexorable purpose in his 
grey eyes. I exchanged some remarks with him, therefore, and 
obtained his courteous permission to write the short note 
which you afterwards received. I left it with my dgarette- 
box and my stick, and I walked along the pathway, Moriarfy 
still at my hedb. When I reached the end I stood at bay. He 
drew no weapon, but he rushed at me and threw lus long 
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amis around me. He knew that his own game was up, and 
was only anxious to revenge himself upon me. We tottered 
tc^ether upon the brink <tf the fall. I have some knowledge, 
however, of baritsu, or the Japanese system d wrestling, 
which has more than once been very useful to me. I slipped 
through his grip, and he with a horrible scream kicked madly 
for a few seconds, and clawed the air with both his hands. 
But for all his efforts he could not get his balance, and over 
he went. With my face over the brink, I saw him fall for a 
long way. Then he struck a rock, bounded off, and splashed 
into the water. ** 

I listened with amazem^it to this explanation, which Holmes 
delivered between the puffs of his cigarette. 

"But the tracks!" I cried. "I saw, with my own eyes, 
that two went down the path and none returned. " 

" It came about in this way. The instant that the Fmfes- 
sor had disappeared, it struck me what a really extraordinarily 
lucky chance Fate had placed in my way. I knew that Moriarfy 
was not the only man who had sworn my death. There were 
at least three others whose desire for vengeance upon me would 
only be increased by the death of their leader. They were all 
most dangerous men. One or other would certainly get me. 
On the other hand, if all the worid was convinced that I was 
dead they would take liberties, these men, they would soon lay 
themselves opoi, and sooner or later I could destroy them. 
Then it would be time for me to announce that I was still in the 
land of the living. So rapidly does the brain act that I bdieve 
I hod thought this all out bef toe Professor Moriarty had reached 
ttie bottcnn trf the R^dienbach Fall. 

" I stood up and examined the rocky waQ behind me. In 
your picturesque account of the matter, which I read with great 
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interest some montlis later, you assert that the wall was sheer. 
That was not literally true. A few small footholds presoited 
themselves, and there was some indication of a ledge. The 
cliff is so high that to climb it all was an obvious impossibility, 
and it was equ^y impossible to make my way along the wet 
path without leaving some tracks. I mi^t, it is true, have re- 
versed my boots, as I have done on ramilar occasions, but the 
sight of three sets of tracks in one direction would certainly 
have su^^ested a deception. On the whde, then, it was best 
that I should li^ the dimb. It was not a pleasant business, 
Watson. The fall roared beneath me. I am not a fanciful 
person, but I give you my word that I seemed to hear Mori- 
arty's voice screaming at me out of the abyss. A mistake would 
have been fatal. More than once, as tufts of grass came out 
in my hand or my foot slipped in the wet notches of the rock., 
I thought that I was gone. But I struggled upward, imd at 
last I reached a ledge several feet deep and covered with soft 
green moss, where I could lie unseen in the most perfect com- 
fort. There I waji stretched, when you, my dear Watson, and 
all your following were investigating in the most sympathetic 
and inefficient manner the circumstances of my death. 

" At last, when you had all formed your inevitable and totally 
erroneous conclusions, you departed for the hotel, and I was left 
alone. I had imaged that I had reached the end of my ad- 
ventures, but a very unexpected occurrence showed me that 
there were surprises still in store for me. A huge rock, falling 
from above, boomed past me, struck the path, and bounded 
over into the chasm. For an instant I thought that it was an 
accident, but a moment later, looking up, I saw a man's head 
against the darkening sky, and another stone struck the very 
ledge upon which I was stretched, within a foot of my head. 
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Of course, the meaning of this was obvioua. Moriaity had not 
been alone. A confederate — and even that one glance had 
told me how dangerous a man that confederate was — had kept 
guard while the Professor had attacked me. From a Hiafntii-«i, 
unseen by me, he had been a witness of his friend's death and 
of my escape. He had waited, and then making his way 
round to the top of the cliff, he had endeavoured to succeed 
where his comrade had failed. 

" I did not take long to think about it, Watson. Again I saw 
that grim face look over the cli£f, and I knew that it was the 
precursor of another stone. I scrambled down on to the path. 
I don't think I could have done it in cold blood. It was a hun- 
dred times more <lifficult than getting up. But I had no time 
to think of the danger, for another stone sang past me as I hung 
by my hands from the edge M the ledge. Half-way down I 
slipped, but, by the blessing of God. I landed, torn and bleed- 
ing, upon the path. I took to my heels, did ten Voiles over the 
mountuna in the darkness, and a week later, I found myself in 
Florence, with the certain^ that no one in the worid knew what 
had become of me. 

" I had only one confidant — my brother Mycroft. I owe you 
many apolc^es, my dear Watson, but it was all-important that 
it should be thought I was dead, and it is quite certain that you 
would not have written so convincing an account of my unhappy 
Old had you not yourself thou^t that it was true. Several 
times during the last three years, I have taken up my pen to write 
to you, but always I feared lest yoar affectionate r^ard for me 
ahould tempt you to some indiscretion which would betray my 
aecKt For that reason I turned away from you this evening 
when you upset my books, for I was in danger at the time, and 
any show of surprise and emotion upon your part might have 
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drawn attention to my identic and led to the most de[dorable 
and irreparable results. As to Mycroft, I had to confide in him 
in order to obtain the money which I needed. The course of 
events in Zxtndon did not ran so well as I had hoped, for the 
trial of the Moriarfy S>°S '^ t^"> of i^ moat dangerous mem- 
bers, my own most vindictive enemies, at liberty. I travelled 
for two years in 'Hbet, therefore, and amused myself by visiting 
Lhassa, and spending some days with the head Uama. You 
may have read of the remaricable explorations of a Norwegian 
named ^gerson, but I am sure that it never occurred to you 
that you were recdving news of your frined. I then passed 
through Persia, looked in at Mecca, and paid a short but inter- 
esting visit to the Khalifa at Khartoum, the results of which I 
have communicated to the Foreign Office. Returning to 
France, I spent some months in a researdi into the coal-tar 
derivatives, which I conducted in a laboratoiy at Montpellier, 
in the South ti France. Having concluded this to my satis- 
factioD, and learning that only one of my enemies was now left 
in London, I was about to return when my movements were 
hastened by the news of this very remarkable Park Lane Mys- 
tery, which not only appealed to me by its own merits, but 
which seemed to offer some most peculiar personal opportu- 
nities. I came over at once to London, called in my own per- 
son at Baker Street, threw Mrs. Hudson into violent hysterics, 
and found that Mycroft had preserved my rooms and my pa- 
pers exactiy as th^ had always been. So it was, my dear Wat- 
son, that at two o'clock to day I found myself in my old arm- 
diair in my own old room, and only wishing that I could have 
seen my <Ad friend Watson in the other chair which he has so 
often adorned. " 

Such was the remarkable narrative to which I listened on 
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that April eveniiig — a narrative which would have bem utteriy 
incredible to me had it not been confirmed by the actual sight 
of the tall, spare figure and the keen, eager Akc, which I had 
never thought to see again. In some manner he had learned 
of my own sad bereavement, and bis sympathy was shown in his 
manna* nther than in his words. " Woric is the best antidote 
to sonow, my dear Watson, " said he; " and I have a piece of 
work for us both to-night which, if we can bring it to a success- 
ful conclusion, will in itself justify a man's life on this planet. " 
In vain I b^ged him to tell me more. " You will hear and see 
enough before morning, " he answered. " We have three years 
of the past to discuss. Let that suffice mitil halt-past nine, 
when we start upon the notable adventure ot the emptf bouse." 

It was indeed like old times when, at that hour, I found my- 
sdf seated beside him in a hansom, my revolver in my pocket, 
and the thrill of adventure in my heart. Hobnes was cold and 
stem and silent As the gleam of the street-lamps flashed upon 
his austere features, I saw that his brows were drawn down in 
thought sjid his thin lips compressed. I knew not what wild 
beast we were about to hunt down in the dark jungle of crimi- 
nal London, but I was well assured, from the bearing of this 
master huntsman, that the adventure was a mostgrave one — 
while the sardonic smile which occasionally broke through his 
ascetic gloom boded little good for the object of our quesL 

I had imagined that we were bound for Baker Street, but 
Holmes stopped the cab at the comer <^ Cavendish Square. I 
observed that as he stepped out he gave a most searching glance 
to right and left, and at every subsequent street comer he took 
the utmost pains to assure that he was not followed. Our route 
was certainly a singular one. Holmes' knowledge of the by- 
mys of London was extraordinaiy, and on this occasion he 
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passed ra^ndly and with an assured step tinouj^ a networic of 
mews and stables, the very existence of which I had never 
known. We emerged at last into a small road, lined with old, 
^oomy houses, which led us into Manchester Street, and so to 
Blandfoid Street Here he turned swiftly down a narrow pas- 
sage, passed through a wooden gate into a deserted yard, and 
then opoied with a key the badk door of a house. We ente«d 
together, and he closed it behind us. 

The place was pitch-dark, but it was evident to me that it was 
an emp^ house. Our feet creaked and crackled over the bare 
[banking, and my outstretched hand touched a wall from which 
the paper was hanging in ribbons. Holmes' cold, thin fingers 
closed round my wrist and led me forwards down a long hall, 
until I dimly saw the murky fanlight over the door. Here 
Holmes turned suddenly to the right, and we found ourselves in 
a targe, square, empty room, heavily shadowed in the comers, 
but faintly lit in the centre from the lights of the street beyond. 
There was no lamp near, and the window was thick with dust, 
so that we could only just discern each other's figures within. 
My companion put his hand upon my shoulder and his lips 
close to my ear. 

" Do you know where we are ? " he whispered. 

" Surely that is Baker Street, " I answered, staring through 
the dim window. 

" Exactly. We are in Camden House, which stands oppo- 
site to our own old quarters. " 

" But why are we here P " 

" Because it commands so excellent a view of that pictur- - 
esque |ule. Might I trouble you, my dear Watson, to dr^w a 
little nearer to the window, taking every precaution not to show 
yoursdf , and then to look up at our old rooms — the starting- 
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point of 80 many of your little fairy-tales ? We will see if my 
three years of absence have entirely taken away my power to 
surprise yqu." 

I crept forward and looked across at the familisr window. 
As my eyes fell upon it, I gave a gasp and a cry of amazem^iL 
The blind was down, and a strcmg light was burning in the room. 
The shadow of a man who was seated in a chair within was 
thrown in hard, black outline upon the luminous screen of the 
window. There was no miatnlring the poise at the head, the 
squareness of the shoulders, the sharpness of the features. The 
foce was turned half-round, aod the effect was that of one of 
those black silhouettes whi<di our grandparents loved to frame. 
It was a perfect reproduction of Holmes. So amazed was I 
that I threw out my baud to Toake sure that the man himself was 
standing bende me. He was quivering with sUent laughter. 

"Well?" said he. 

"Good Heaven^!" Icried. " It b marvellous. " 

" I trust that age doth not wither nor custom stale my infinite 
variety, " said he, and I recogmzed in his voice the joy and pride 
which the artbt takes in his own creation. " It really is rather 
like me, is it not F " 

** I should be prepared to swear that it was you. " 

** The credit of the execution is due to Monsieur Oscar Meu- 
nier, of Grenoble, who spent some days in dung the moulding. 
It is a bust in wax. The rest I arranged myself during my visit 
to Baker Street this afternoon. " 

"But why?" 

" Because, my dear Watson, I bad the strongest possible rea- 
son for wishing certain people to think that I was there when I 
was really elsewhere. " 

" And you thought the rooms were watched ? " 



abyGoOQic 



18 THE BEITIBN OF SHERLOCK HOLBIES 

" I inew that they were watdied. " 

"By whom?" 

"By my old enemies, Watson. By the chamung sode^ 
whose leader lies in the Reichenbach Fall. You must remem- 
ber that they knew, and only they knew, that I was still alive. 
Sooner or later th^ believed that I should come back to my 
rooms. They watched them continuously, aod this moming 
they saw me arrive. " 

" How do you know ? " 

" Because I recognized tbeir sentinel when I glanced out of 
my window. He ia a harmless enough fellow, Parker by name, 
a garroter by trade, and a remaikable performer upon the jew's- 
harp. I cared nothing for him. But I cared a great deal for 
the much more formidable person who was behind him, the 
bosom friend of Moriarfy, the man who dropped the rocks over 
the cliff, the most cunning and dangerous criminal in liondon. 
That is the man who is after me to-night, Watson, and that is 
the man who is quite unaware that we are after Aim. " 

My friend's plans were gradually revealing themselves. 
From this convenient retreat, the watchers were being watched 
and the trackers tracked. That angular shadow up yonder 
was the bait, and we were the hunters. In silence we stood to- 
gether in the darkness, and watdied the hunying figures who 
passed and repassed in front c^ us. Holmes was silent and 
motionless; but I could tell that be was keenly alert, and that 
his c^es were fixed int^iUy upon the stream of passers-by. It 
was a bleak and btHsterous night, and the wind whistled shrilly 
down the long street. Many people were moving to and fro, 
most of than muffled in their coats and cravats. Once or 
twice it seemed to me that I had seen the same figure before, 
and I espedally noticed two men who appeared to be sheltering 
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thenuelves from the wind in the doorway of a house some dis- 
tance up tbe street. I tried to draw my companion's attention 
to then) ; but he gave a little ejaculation of impatience, and con- 
tinued to stare into the street. More than once he fidgeted 
with his feet and tapped rapidly with his fingers upon the 
wall. It was evident to me that he was becoming uneasy, and 
that his i^ans were not working out altogdher as he had hoped. 
At last, as midnight approached and the street gradually 
cleared, he paced up and down the room in uncontrollable 
agitation. I was about to make some lemaik to him, when I 
raised my eyes to the lighted window, and again experienced 
almost as great a surprise as before. I clutched Holmes' arm, 
and pointed upwards. 

" Tbe shadow has moved 1 " I cried. 

It was indeed no longer tbe pn^Ie, but the bock, which was 
turned toward us. 

Three years had certainly not smoothed the asperities of his 
temper or his impatience with a leas active intelligence than his 

" Of course it has moved, " said he. " Am I such a farcical 
bnngler, Watson, that I should erect an obvious dummy, and 
expect that some of the sharpest men in Europe would be de- 
ceived by it ? We have been in this room two hours, and Mrs. 
Hudson has made some change in that figure dght times, or 
once in eveiy quarter of an hour. She worics it from the front, 
so that her shadow may never be seen. Ah!" He drew in his 
breath with a shrill, excited intake. In the dim light I saw his 
h^A thrown forward, his whole attitude rigid with attention^ 
Outade the street was absolutely deserted. Those two men 
might still be crouching in the doorway, but I could no longer 
' see them. All was still and dark, save only that brilliant yel- 
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low screen id front of us with tlie black figure outlined upon ite 
centre. Again in the utter alence I heard that thin, sibilant 
note which spoke of intense suppressed excitement. An in- 
stant later he pulled me back into the blackest comer of the 
room, and I felt his warning hand upon my Bps- The fingos 
which clutched me were quivering. Never had I known my 
friend more moved, and yet the daik street still stretched lonely 
and motionless before us. 

But suddenly I was aware of that which his keener senses had 
already distinguished. A low, stealthy sound came to my ears, 
not from the direction of Baker Street, but from the back of the 
■very house in which we lay concealed. A door opened and shut. 
An instant later steps crept down the passage — steps which 
were meant to be silent, but which reverberated harshly throu^ 
the empty house. Holmes crouched back against the waU and 
I did the same, my hand closing upon the handle of my revol- 
ver. Peering through the gloom, I saw the vague outline of a 
man, a shade blacker than the blackness of the open door. He 
stood for an instant, and then he crept forward, crouching, 
menacing, into the room. He was within three yards of us, 
this sinister figure, and I had braced myself to meet his spring, 
before I realized that he had no idea of our presence. He passed 
dose beside us, stole over to the window, and very softly and 
noiselessly ndsed it for half a foot. As he sank to the level of this 
opening, the light of the street, no longer dimmed by the dusty 
glass, fell full upon bis face. The man seemed to be beside 
himsdf with excitement. His two eyes shone like stars, and his 
features were working convulsivdy. He was an elderly man, 
with a thin, projecting nose, a high, bald forehead, and a huge 
grizded moustache. An opera hat was pushed to the back of 
his head, and an evening dress shirt-front gleamed out through 
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his open oveTcoat. ffis face was gaunt and awarthj, scored 
with deep, savage lines. In his hand he carried what appeared 
to be a stick, but as he laid it down upon the floor it gave a me- 
tallic clang. Then from the pocket of his overcoat he drew a 
bul^ object, and he busied himself in some task which ended 
with s loud, sharp click, as if a spring or bolt had fallen into 
its i^ace. Still kneeling upon the floor he bent forward and 
threw all his weight and strength upon some lever, with the re- 
sult that then came a long, whirling, grinding noise, ending 
once more in a powerful click. He straightened himself then, 
and I saw that what he hdd in his hand was a sort of a gun, with 
a curiously misshapen butt He opened it at the breech, put 
something in, and snapped the breech-block, lien, crouch- 
ing down, he rested the end of the barrel upon the ledge of the 
open window, and I saw his long moustache droop over the stock 
and his eye gleam as it peered along the sights. I heanj a httie 
sigh ot satisfaction as he cuddled the butt into his shoulder, and 
saw that amazing tai^, the black man on the yellow ground, 
standing clear at the end tA his f oie-sight. For an instant he 
was rigid and motionless. Then hia finger tightened on the trig- 
ger. There was a strange, loud whiz and a long, silvery tin- 
kle of broken glass. At that instant Holmes sprang like a 
tigtf on to the marksman's back, and huried him flat upon 
his face. He was up again in a moment, and with con- 
vulave strength he seized Holmes by the throat, but I struck 
him on the head wiA the butt of my revolver, and he dropped 
again upon the floor. I fell upon him, and as I held him my 
comrade blew a shrill call upon a whistle. There was the dat- 
ter of running feet upon the pavement, and two policemen in 
uniform, with one plain-clothes detective, rushed throu^the 
front entrance and into the room. 
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"That you, Lestrade ? " sud Holmes. 

" Yes, Mr. Holmes. I took the job myself. It's good to see 
you back in London, sir. " 

" I tlunk you want a little unofficial help. IVee undetected 
murders in one year won't do, Lestnde. But you handled the 
Moles^ Mystery with less than your usual — that's to say, you 
handled it fuily wdl. ** 

We had aD risen to our feet, our prisoner breathing hard, with 
a stalwart constable on each side of him. Already a few Imterera 
had bc^un to collect in the street Holmes stepped up to the 
window, closed it, and dropped the blinds. Lestrade had 
produced two candles, and the policemen had uncovered 
their lanterns. I was able at last to have a good look at our 
prisoner. 

It was a tremendously virile and yet sinister face which was 
turned towards us. With the brow of a philosopher above and 
the jaw of a sensualist below, the man must have started with 
great capacities for good or for evil. But one could not look upcm 
bis cruel blue eyes, with their drooping, cynical Uds, or upon the 
fierce, aggressive nose and the threatening, deep-lined brow, 
without reading Nature's plainest danger-signals. He took no 
heed of any of us, but his eyes were fixed upon Holmes' face 
with an expression in which hatred and amazement were equa% 
blended. "You fiend!" he kept on muttering, "you dever, 
clever fiend ! " 

"Ah, Colonel!" said Holmes, arranging his nimi^ed collar, 
" 'journeys end in lovers' meetings,' as the old play says. I dui't 
think I have had the pleasure of seeing you since you favoured 
me vrith those attentions as I lay on the ledge above the Reicheu- 
bachFaU." 

The Colonel still stared at my frigid like a man in 
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a traoce. "You cunniiig, cuoning fiend!" was all that be 
could say. 

" I have not introduced you yet, " said Hdmes. " Tina gai- 
tlemeo, is Cdond Sdbastian Monw, (Mice dF her Majesty's 
Indiaa Anny, and the best heavy-game shot that our Eastern 
Empire has eVer produced. I bdieve I am correct, Colond, in 
saying that your bag (^ tigers still remains unrrralled ? " 

The fierce old man said nothing, but still glared at my com- 
panioDist with his savage eyes and bristling moustache he was 
wonderfully like a tiger himsdf . 

" I wonder that my very simple stratagem could deceive so <dd 
a shikari," said Holmes. "It must be very familiar to you. 
Have you not tethered a young Idd under a tree, lain above it 
with your rifie, and waited for the bait to bring up your tiger P 
lliis empty house is my tree, and you are my tiger. You have 
possibly had other guns in reserve in case there should be several 
t^ers, or in the unlikely suppootion of your own aim failing yon. 
Utese," he pointed around, "are my other guns. The paralld 
is exact" 

Ctdond Morao sprang forward with a snail of rage, but the 
constables dragged him back. The fuiy upm his face was ter- 
rible to look at. 

"I confess that you had one small surprise for me," said 
Hdmes. " I did not anticipate that you would yourself make 
use <rf this empty house and tliis convenient front window. I 
had imagined you as operating from the street, where my friend 
Lestrade and his merry men were awaiting you. With that 
exception, all has gone as I expected. " 

Colonel Moran turned to the official detective. 

" You may or may not Have just cause for arresting me, " said 
he, " but at least there can be no reason why I should submit to 
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the gibes of this person. If I am in the hands of the law, let 
things be done in a legal way. " 

" Well, that's reasonable enough, " said Lestiade. " Nothing 
further you have to say, Mr. Hohnes, before we go ? " 

Holmes had picked up the powerful air-gun from the floor, 
and was examining its mechanism. 

"An admirable and unique weapon, " sudhe, "noiseless and 
of trranendous power. I knew Von Herder, the blind German 
mechanic, who constiucted it to the order of the late Fn^essor 
Moriarty. For years I have been aware ot its existeooe, though 
I have never before had the opportunity of handling it. I com- 
mend it very specially to your attention, Lestrade, and also the 
bullets which fit it. " 

" You can trust us to look after that, Mr. Holmea, " said Les- 
trade, as the whde party moved towards the door. " Anything 
further to say ? " 

" Only to ask what charge you intend to prefer ? " 

" What charge, sir ? Why. lA course, the attempted murder (^ 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes. " 

" Not so, Lestrade. I do not propose to appear in the matter 
at alL To you, and to you only, belongs the credit <^ the re- 
markable arrest which you have effected. Yes, Lestrade, I con- 
gratulate you t With your usual happy mixture of cunning and 
BMdadty, you have got him. " 

" Got him ! Grot whom, Mr. Hohnes P " 

" The man that the whole force has be^i seeking in vain — 
Cdonel Sdsastian Moran, who shot the Honourable lUmald 
Adair with an expanding bullet from an air-gun through the open 
window of the second-floor front cj No. 487, Faik Lane, upon 
the SOth of last month. That's the chai^, Lestrade. And 
now, Watson, if you can endure the drau^t from a bndteu 
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window, I think that half an hour in my study over a cigar may 
•fftnd you some pn^table amusement. " 

Our old chambers had been left unchanged through the super- 
nsion ti MycitA Hdmea and the immediate care of Mrs. Hud- 
son. As I entered I saw, it ia true, an unwonted tidiness, but the 
(dd landmorics were all in their place. There was the chemical 
comer and the add-stained, deal-topped table. There upon a 
ahdf was the row of formidable scrap-books and books tA refers 
ence which many of our fdlow-dtizens would have been so glad 
to bum. The diagrams, the violin-case, and the pipe-rack — 
even the Ferdan slipper which contained the tobacco — all met 
my eyes as I glanced round me. There were two occupants of 
the room — one, Mrs. Hudson, who beamed upon us both as we 
entered — ^the other, the strange dummy which had played so im- 
portant a part in the evening's adventures. It was a wox-col- 
ouied modd of my friend, so admirably done that it was a per- 
fect facsimile. It stood on a small pedestal table with an old 
dressing-gown of Holmes' so draped round it that the illusion 
from the street was absolutely perfect. 

" I hope you preserved all precautions, Mrs. Hudson F " said 
Bohaea. 

" I went to it on my knees, sir, just as you told me. " 

"ExedlenL You carried the thing out veiy well. Did you 
observe where the bullet went ? " 

" Yes, sir. Fm afraid it has spoilt your beautiful bust, for it 
passed right through the head and flattened itself on the wall. I 
picked it up from the carpet. Here it isl " 

Hdmes held it out to me. " A soft revolver bullet, as you per^ 
ceive, WatstHi. There's genius in that, for who would expect to 
find such a thing fired from an air^^. All right, Mrs. Hudson, 
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I am mwdi obliged for your asaistaDce. And now, Watson, let 
me see you in your old seat once more, for there are several points 
whidi I should like to discuss with you. " 

He had thrown off the seedy frock-coat, and now he was the 
Hdmes (rf old in the mouse-cdoured dressing-gown whidi he 
tocdc from his effigy. 

"The old shikari's nerves have not lost their steadiness, nor 
his eyes their keenness, " said he, with a laugh, as he inspected 
the shattered for^ead of his bust. , 

" Plumb in the middle oi the back of the head and smack 
through the brain. He was the best shot in India, and I expect 
that there are few better in London. Have you heard the 
name?" 

" No, I have not. " 

" Wdl, wdl, such is fame t But, then, if I remember right, you 
had not heard the name of Professor James Moriarty, who had 
one at the great brains <A the coitury. Just give me down my 
index of biographies from the shelf. " 

He turned over the pages lazily, leaning back in his chair and 
blowing great clouds from his cigar. 

"My oJlecticHi <rf M's is a fine one," said he. "Moriarty 
himself is enough to make any letter illustrious, and here is Mor- 
gan the pmsoner, and Merridew of abominable memoty, and 
Mathews, who knocked out my left canine in the waiting-room 
at Charing Cn»s, and, finally, here is our friend d to-night. " 

IBfe handed over the book, and I read : " Moron, Sdxutian, 
Cotond. Unemployed. Formerly Ist Bengalore Pioneers. 
Bom London, 1840. Son of Sir Augustus Moran, C.B., once 
British Minister to Persia. Educated Eton and Oxford. Served 
in Jowaki Campaign, Afghan Campugn, Chaiasiab (des- 
patdies), ^erpur, and Cabul. Author of ' Heavy Game otOte 
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Western HimaUyas' (1881); "Three Months in the Jungle' 
(1884). Address: OMiduit Street. Clubs: The Anglo-Indian, 
the Tankerville, the Bagatelle Card Club. " 

On the margin was written, in Holmes' predae hand ; " The 
second most dangerous man in London. " 

" This is astonishing, " said I, as I handed back the vc4ume. 
" The man's career is that of an honourable soldier. " 

** It is true," Holmes answered. " Up to a certain point he did 
ireil. He was always a man of iron nerve, and the story is still 
UAd in India how he crawled down a drain after a wounded man- 
eating tiger. There are some trees, Watson, which grow to a 
certain height, and then suddenly develop some unsightly ecom- 
tridty. You will see it often in humans. I have a theory that 
the individual represents in his developmeit the whole procession 
ci his ancestors, and that such a sudden turn to good or evil 
Bta^jds for some strong influence which came into the Ime ot his 
pedigree. The person becomes, as it were, the epitome o! the 
histcny of his own family. " 

" It is surely rather fandful. " 

"Wdl, I don't insist upon it. Whatever the cause, Colond 
Moran began to go wrong. Without any open scandal, he stiU 
made India too hot to hold him. He retired, came to Londrai, 
and again acquired an evil name. It was at this time that he 
was sought out by Professor Moriarty, to whom for a time he waa 
chief <]| the staff. Moriarty supplied t'im liberally with money, 
and used him only in one or two very high-class jobs, which so 
ordinary criminal could have undertaken. You may have some 
recollection <rf the death of Mrs. Stewart, of Lauder, in 1887. 
Not P Well, I am sure Moran was at the bottom of it, but noth- 
ing could be proved. So cleveriy was the Colond concealed that, 
ev^ whai the Moriar^ 8"^ ^" broken up, we oould not in- 
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eriminate him You remember at that dote, when I called upon 
you in your rooms, how I put up the shutters for fear of air-guns F 
No doubt you thought me fanciful. I knew exactly what I was 
doing, for I knew of the existmce of this ranaikable gun, and 
I knew also that one of the best shots in the worid would be be- 
hind it Wh^i we were in Switzerland he followed us with Mori- 
ar^, and it was undoubtedly he who gave me that evil five min- 
utes on the Seichenbach ledge. 

** You may think that I read the papers with some attentiop 
during my sojourn in France, on the look-out for any chance of 
laying him by the beds. So long as he was free in London, my 
life would really not have been worth living. Night and day the 
shadow would have been over me, and sooner or later his chance 
must have come. What could I do ? I could not shoot him at 
sight, or I should myself be in the dock. There was no use 
appe^ing to a magistrate. Th^ caimot interfere on the strength 
of what would appear to them to be a wild suspicitm. So I could 
do nothing. But I watched the criminal news, knowing that 
sooner or later I should get him. Then came the death of this 
Ronald Adair. My chance had come at last Knowing what I 
did, was it not certain that Colonel Moran had done it ? He had 
played cards with the lad, he had followed him home from the 
club, he had shot him through the opm window. There was 
not a doubt ot it The buU^ alone are enough to put his head 
in a noose. I came over at once. I was serai by the scntind, 
who would, I knew, direct the Colonel's attention to my presence. 
He could not ful to connect my sudden return with his crime, 
and to be terribly alarmed. I was sure that he would make 
an attempt to get me out of the way at once, and would bring 
round his murderous weapon for that purpose. I left him an 
excellent nuuk in the window, and, having warned the poUce 
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ibaX they mig^t be needed — by the way, Watscm, you spotted 
tbar presence in that doorway with unerring accurate '-> I took 
up what aeemed to nw to bea judicious poat for observatioo, 
never dreaming that he would draose the same spot for his attadc 
Now, my dear Watson, does anything remain fw me to explain ? " 

"Yes," said I. " You have not made it dear what was Colo- 
nd Moran's motive in murdering the Hmounble Ronald 
Adair?" 

^ "Ah! my dear Watscm, titen we come into those realms of 
coDJectore, where the moat logical mind may be at fault. Each 
may foim his own hypothec upon tbe present evidoice, and 
youra is as likdy to be correct as mine. " 

"You have formed one, then?" 

" I think that it is not difiBcuIt to ez[dain the facts. It came 
out in evidoice that Ct^ond Moran and young Adur had, be- 
tween thon, won a considerable amount <rf mtm^. Now, Mo- 
ran undoubtedly played foul — d that I have long been aware. 
I believe that on the day of the murder Adair had discovered that 
Moran was cheating. Very likdy he had spoken to him {»i- 
vatdy. and had threatoied to expose him unless he voluntarily 
resigned his monbeiship <i the club, and promised not to play 
cards Bgun. It is unlikdy that a youngster like Adair would 
at once make a hideous scandal by exposing a wdl-known man 
so much older than himself. Probably he acted as I suggest. 
The exdusion from his dubs would mean ruin to Moran, who 
Hved by his ill-gotten card-^^ains. He therefore murdered Adair, 
who at the time was endeavouring to work out how much money 
he should himself return, since he could not prt^t by his partner's 
foul play. He locked tbe door lest the ladies diould surprise 
him and insist upcm knowing what he was doing with these 
names and cdns. Will it pass P " 
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" I have no doubt tliat you have hit upon the truth. " 
"It will be verified or disproved at the trial. Meanwhile, 
come what may. Colonel Moran will trouble us no more. The 
famous ai>gun of Von Herder will embellish the Scotland Yard 
Musetun, and once again Mr. Sheriock Holmes b free to devote 
his life to ^Tumining those interesting little problems which the 
com[dex life of London so plentifully presents. " 
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THE ADVENTUBE OP 
THE NORWOOD BUILDER 

F ROM tlie pcMDt of view of the crimiBal expert," said Mr. 
^erlock Holmes, "London haa become a singulariy unin- 
terestiiig city aince the death of the late lamented Professor 
Moriarty." 

" I can hardly think that you would find many decent citizens 
to agree vith you," I answered. 

" Wdl, well, I must not be selfish," said he, with a smile, aa 
he pushed back his chair from the breakfast-table. " The com- 
munity is certainly the guner, and no one the loser, save the 
poor out-of-woric specialist, whose occupation has gone. Widi 
that man in the field, one's morning paper presented infinite 
possibilities. Often it was only the smallest trace, Watson, 
the faintest indication, and yet it was enough to tell me that 
the great malignant brain was there, aa the gentlest tremors of 
the edges of the web remind one of the foul spider which lurics 
in the centre. Petty thefts, wanton assaults, purposeless out* 
rage — to the man who held the clue all could be worked into 
<Hie connected whole. To the scieotific student of the higher 
criminal worid, no cajntal in Europe offered the advantages 
which London then possessed. But now ' — " He shrugged 
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hia shoulders in humorous deprecation of the state o£ things 

which he had himself done so much to produce. 

At the time of which I speak. Holmes had been bade for some 
months, uid I at his request had sold my practice and rrtumed 
to share the old quarters in Baker Street. A young doctor, 
named Vemer, had purchased my small Kensington practice, 
and given with astonishingly Uttie demur the highest price that 
I ventured to ask — an in<ndent which only explained itself 
some years later, when I found that Vemer was a distant relation 
of Hohnea, and that it was my friend who had really found 
the money. 

Our months of partnership had not been so uneventful as 
be had stated, for I find, on looking over my notes, that this 
period includes the cose of the papers of ex-President Murillo, 
and also the shocking affair of the Dutch steamship FrietUmd, 
which so nearly cost ua both our lives. His cold and proud 
nature was always averse, however, from anything in the shape 
of public applause, and he bound me in the most stringent terms 
to say no further word of himself, his methods, or his successes 
— a prohibition which, as I have explained, has only now been 
removed. 

Mr. Sheriock Holmes was leaning back in hia chiur after his 
whimncal protest, and was unfolding his morning paper in a 
leisurely fashion, when our attention was arrested by a tre- 
mendous ring at the bell, followed inmiediatdy by a hollow 
drumming sound, as if someone were beating on the outer door 
with his fist. * As it opened there came a tumultuous rush into 
the hall, rapid feet clattered up the stair, and an instant later 
a wild-eyed and frantic young man, pale, dishevelled, and 
palfMtating, burst into the room. He looked from one to 
the other of us, and under our gaze of inquiry he became 
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conscious that some apology was needed for this unceremo* 
nious entry. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Holmes," he cried. "You musn't blame 
me. I am neariy mad. Mr. Holmes, I am the unhappy John 
Hector McFariane." 

He made the announcement as if the name alone would ex- 
plain both his visit and its manner, but I could see, by my com- 
panion's unresponsive face, that it meant no more to him than 
to me. 

"Have a cigarette, Mr. McFariane," sud be, pushing lus 
case across. ** I am sure that, with your symptoms, my friend 
Dr. Watson here would prescribe a sedative. The weather 
has been so very warm these last few days. Now, if you feel 
a little more composed, I should be glad if you would sit down 
in that chair,and tell us very slowly and quietly who you are, and 
what it is that you want. You mentioned your name, ns if I 
should recf^nise it, but I assure you that, beyond the obvious 
facts that you are a bachelor, a solldtor, a Freemason, and an 
asthmatic, I know nothing whatever about you." 

Familiar as I was with my friend's methods, it was not diffi- 
cult for me to follow his deductions, and to observe the untidi- 
ness of attire, the sheaf of legal papers, the watch-charm, and 
the breathing which had prompted them. Our client, how- 
ever, stared in amazement. 

" Yes, I am all that, Mr. Holmes; and, in addition, I am the 
moat unfortunate man at tlus moment in London. For Heaven's 
sake, don't abandon me, Mr. Holmes I If they come to anest 
me before I have finished my story, make them give me time, so 
that I may tell you the whole truth. I could go to gaol happy 
if I knew that you were working for me outside." 

"Arrest yout" said Holmes. "This is really most grati — 
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most interesting. On what charge do you expect to be itr- 

rested ? " 

"ITpoD the charge of murdering Mr. Jonas Oldacre, of 
Lower Norwood." 

My compaiuon's expressive face showed a sympathy which 
was not, I am afraid, entirely unmixed with satisfaction. 

"Dear me," said he, "it was only this moment at breakfast 
that I was saying to my friend, Dr. Watson, that sensational 
cases had disappeared out of our papers." 

Our visitor stretched forward a quivering hand and picked 
up the Daily Tdegraph, which still lay upon Holmes' knee. 

" If you had looked at it, sir, you would have seen at a ^ance 
what the errand is on which I have come to you this morning. 
I feel as if my name and my misfortune must be in every oian's 
mouth." He turned it over to expose the central page. "Here 
it is, and with your permission I will read it to you. Listen to 
this, Mr. Holmes. The head-lines are: 'Mysterious Affair 
at Lower Norwood. Disappearance of a Wdl-known Builder. 
Suspicion of Murder and Arson. A Clue to the Criminal.' 
That is the clue which they are already following, Mr. Holmes, ' 
and I know that it leads infallibly to me. I have been followed 
from London Bridge Station, and I am sure that they are only 
waiting for the warrant to arrest me. It wiD break my mother's 
heart — it will break her heart ! " He wrung his hands in an 
agony of apprehension, and swayed backwards and forwards 
in his chair. 

I looked with interest upon this mui, who was accused of 
being the perpetrator of a crime of violence. He was flaxen- 
hfured and handsome, in a waahed-out negative fashion, with 
frightened blue ^es, and a clean-shaven face, with a weak, 
s^isitive mouth. His age may have been about twenty-seven. 
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his dress and bearing that of a gentleman. From the pocket 
of his light summer overcoat protruded the bundle of indorsed 
papers which proclaimed his profession. 

" We must use what time we have," said Holmes. " Watson, 
would you have the kindness to take the paper and to read 
the paragraph ia question P " 

Underneath the vigorous head-lines which our client had 
quoted, I read the following suggestive narrative: 

ImHe lait D^it, or raz[j this monung. an inodeil occuired at Lowa' Nor- 
wood which pcanb, it is feared, to a Mrioua crime. Mr. Jtmu Oldacre b a 
weU-kninm rcndait of that nibuib, whae he has canied cai hia bunneM aa a 
bidltkr for many jem. Mr. Oklacre i* a b«chdor, fif^-two fean ol age, 
and liTca in Deq> Dene House, at the Srdeabam end ot the road ot that name. 
He has had the reputation of being a nun d eccoitric habits, secretive and 
retiring. Fw some yean he has {>acticaUf withdrawn from the busiiiaai, in 
whkJi he is said to have amassed conAdoable wealth. A small *TTwli*^ - j mFrt 
•tili exiits, bowerer, at the bac^ ol the boose, and last n^^ about twelve 
o'dodi, an aUnn was given that one ol the stadcs wa* on fire. Ilie enginn 
woe Boaa upon the spot, but the diy wood bumed with great fury, and it was 
in^iaBsible to airest the oonflagration until the stadc had been oitireJy con- 
•nmcd. Up to this point the incident bore the ^ipearance of an ordinal)' acci- 
dent, but freah indicatitKis seem to punt to ssknis crime. Sur[ffue was ex- 
pressed attbeabaencerf'themastertrf the establishment from the scoiB of the 
fire,and an inquiry fc^knred, whidi showed that be had dis^qxared frran die 
houB& An esaminatitH) of his room lerealed th^ the bed had not been sl«pt 
in, that a safe whicfa stood in it was open, that a number of important papers 
were Mattered about the room, anc^ finally, that there were ngna of a murdCT- 
ous stn^^ slight traces of blood beii^ found within the room, and an oaken 
walking^stidc, which also showed stains (rf blood upon the handle. It is known 
that Mr. Jonas Oldacre bad received a late visittH' in his bedroom upon that 
ni^t, and the stick found has been identified as the property ol this person, 
who is a young London solicitor named John Hector McParlaiie, juniw part- 
ner cf Graham and McFarlaoe, of 4IM, Gresham BuiMings, E. C The pdice 
bdievB that the; have evidence in their poawnnion which supplies a vei!y con- 
vincing motive for the crime, and altogether it canntA be doubted that sensa- 
ticHial deveki[»uents will follow. 

XiATEB. — It is rumoured as we go to press that Mr. John Hector McFarlaue 
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hu tctuaU; been MTeat«d t>a the dtuuge ol the nuirdo' of Mi. Jihim CMdacre. 
It is «i least certun that k wanant has been iBsued. Tleie have been fuither 
and siuuta' developmaitB in tbe inrestigation at Norwood. Besida the signs 
ot a stn^^ in tbe room of tbe unfortunate builder it i* dov known that tbe 
EVench windowi of hia bedrootD (which it on tbe ground &oar) wck found to 
be open, that there were maiki aa if acnne bulky object had been dragged 
acrora to the wood-pile, and, finally, it ii asaerted that charred remaiiu have 
been found among the charcoal aahes of the fire. The police themy ii that a 
loost Bensabonal crime haa been oonimitted, that the victim waa dubbed to 
death in hk own bednxKn, hii p^ieis rifled, and hn dead body dragged across 
to tbe wood-atack, which waa then ignited so as to hide all traces of the crime. 
The conduct of the criminal inveatigation has been left in tbe expmenced handi 
of Inspector Lcstrade, of Scotland Yard, who is foUowing up the dues with 
his accuatCHned eno;^ and sagadty. 

Sherlock Holmes listened mth closed eyes and finger-tipa 
blether to this remarkable account. 

"The case has certainly some points of interest," said he, in 
his languid fashion. " May I ask, in the Srat place, Mr. Mc- 
Pariane, how it is that you are still at liberty, since there appears 
to be enough evidence to justify your arrest P" 

"I live at Tonington Lodge, Blackheath, with my parents, 
Mr. HoImeS) but last night, having to do business very late 
with Mr. Jonaa Oldacre, I stayed at an hotel in Norwood, and 
came to my business frtHn there. I knew nothing of this affur 
until I was in the train, when I read what you have just heard. 
I at once saw the horrible danger of my position, and I hurried 
to put the case into your hands. I have no doubt that I should 
have been arrested either at my ci^ o£Sce or at my home. A 
man followed me from London Bridge Station, and I have no 
doubt — Great Heaven ! what is that P " 

It was a clang of the bell, followed instantly by heavy steps 
upon the atair. A moment later, our old friend Lestrade ap- 
peared in the doorway. Over his shoulder I caught a glimpse 
ti one or two uniformed policemen outside. 
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" Mr. John Hector McFarlane ? " stad Lestrade. 

Oar unfortunate client rose with a ghastly face. 

" I arrest you for the wilful murder of Mr. Jtmas Oldscre, of 
Lower Norwood." 

McFarlane turned to ua with a gesture of despair, and sank 
into his chair once more like one who is crushed. 

"One moment, Lestrade," said Holmes. "Half an hour 
moie or less can make no difference to you, and the gentleman 
was about to give us an account of this veiy interesting affair, 
which might aid us in clearing it up." 

" I think there will be no difficulty in dealing it up," sMd 
Lestrade, grimly. 

" None the less, with your permissioo, I should be much 
interested to hear iaa account" 

" Well. Mr. Holmes, it is difficult for me to refuse you any- 
thing, for you have been of use to the force once or twice in the 
past, and we owe you a good turn at ScoUand Yard," said Les- 
trade. " At the same time I must remun with my prisoner, 
and I am bound to warn him that anything he may say wiO 
appear in evidence against him." 

"I wish nothing better," said our client. "All I ask is that 
you should hear and Kcogoise the absolute truth." 

Lestrade looked at his watch. " I'll give you half an hour," 
said he. 

" I must esplun first," said McFarlane, " that I knew nothing 
of Mr. Jonas Oldacie. His name was familiar to me, for many 
years ago my parents were acquainted with him, but they 
drifted apart. I was veiy much surprised, therefore, when 
yesterday, about three o'clock in the afternoon, he walked into 
my office in the dty. But I was still more astonished when he 
told me the object of his visit He had in his hand sevend 
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sheets of a note-book, covered with scribbled writing — here 

they are — and he lud them on my table. 

"'Here is my will/ said he. 'I want you, Mr. McFariane, 
to cast it into proper legal shape. I will at here while you do 
so.' 

** I set myself to copy it, and you can imagine my astonish- 
ment when I found that, with some reservations, he had left all 
his property to me. He was a strange little ferret-like man, 
with white eyelashes, and when I looked up at him I found his 
keen, giey eyes fixed upon me with an amused expression. I 
could hardly believe my own senses as I read the terms of the 
will; but he explained that he was a bachelor with hardly any 
living relation, that he had knows my parents in hig youth, and 
that he had always beard of me as a very deserving young man, 
and was assured that his money would be in worthy hands. 
Of course, I could only stammer out my thanks. The will was 
duly finished, signed, and witnessed by my derit. This is it on 
the blue paper, and these slips, as I have explained, are the 
rough draft. Mr. Jonas Oldacre then informed me that there 
were a number of documents — building leases, title-deeds, 
mortgages, scrip, and so forth — which it was necessary that I 
should see and understand. He said that his mind would not 
be easy until the whole thing was settled, and he be^ed me to 
come out to his house at Norwood that night, bringing the will 
with me, and to arrange matters. 'Remember, my boy, not 
one word to your parents about the affair until everything is 
settled. We will keep it as a little surprise for them.' He was 
very insistent upon this point, and made me promise it faiUi- 
fuUy. 

" You can inugine, Mr. Holmes, that I was not in a humour 
to refuse him anything that he might ask. He was my bene- 
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tactc», and all my dedie was to carry out his wishes in eveiy 
particular. I sent a telegram home, therefore, to say that I 
had important business on hand, and that it was impossible 
for me to say how late I might be. Mr. Oldacre had told me 
that he would hke me to have supper with him at nine, as he 
might not be home before that hour. I had some difficulty in 
finding his house, however, and it was nearly half-past before 
I reached it. I found him — " 

"One moment !"smd Holmes. "Who opened the doorP" 

"A middle-aged woman, who was, I suppose, his house- 
keeper." 

" And it was she, I presume, who mentitmed your name P" 

" Cxactly," said McFailane. 

" Pray proceed." 

McFariane wiped his damp brow, and then continued his 
narrative: 

" I was shown by this woman into a sitting-room, where a 
frugal supper was laid out. Afterwards. Mr. Jonas Oldacie 
led me into his bedroom, in which there stood a heavy safe. 
This he opened and took out a mass of documents, which we 
went over together. It was between eleven and twelve when 
we finished. He remarked that we must not disturb the house- 
keeper. He showed me out through his own French window, 
which had been open all this time." 

" Was the blind down ? " asked Hobnes. 

" I will not be sure, but I believe that it was only half down. 
Yes, I remember how he puUed it up in order to swing open the 
window. I could not find my stick, and he sud, ' Never mind, 
my boy, I shall see a good deal of you now. I hope, and I will 
keep your stick un^ you come back to claim it.' I left him 
there, the safe open, and the papers made up in packets upon 
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the table. It waa ao late that I could not get bac^ to Black- 
heath, so I spent the night at the Anerley Aims, and I knew 
nothing more until I read of this horrible affairin the morning." 

"Anything more that you would hke to ask, Mr. Holmes P " 
said Lestrade, whose eyebrows had gone up once or twice 
during this renuuluble exjdanation. 

" Not until I have been to Blackhesth." 

" You mean to Norwood," sud Lestrade. 

" Ob, yes. no doubt that is what I must have meant," siud 
Holmes, with his enigmatical smile. I^estrade had learned by 
more experiences than he would care to acknowledge that that 
razor-like brain could cut through tiiat which was impenetrable 
to him. I saw him look curiously at my companion. 

" I think I should like to have a word with you presentlyt 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said he. " Now, Mr. McFarlane, two 
of my constables are at the door, and there is a four-wheeler 
waiting." The wretched young man arose, and with a last 
beseeching glance at us walked from the room. The officers 
conducted him to the cab, but Lestrade remained. 

Holmes had picked up the pages which formed the rou^ 
draft of the will, and was looking at them with the keenest in- 
terest upon his face. 

" There are some points about that document, Lestrade, are 
there not ? " said be, pushing them over. 

The official looked at them with a puzzled expression. 

** I can read the first few lines, and these in the middle of the 
second page, and one or two at the end. Those are as clear as 
print," said he, "but the writing in between is veiy bad, and 
thet« are three places whet« I cannot read it at all." 

" What do you make of that P " said Holmes. 

" Well, what do you make of it ? " 
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" That it was written in a tram. The good writing represents 
stations, the bad writing movement, and the very bad writingr 
passing over pmnts. A scientific expert would pronounce at 
OQce that tiiis was drawn up on a suburban line, since nowhere 
save in the immediate vicinity of a great dfy could there be so 
quick a succession of points. Granting that his whole joumqr 
was occupied in drawing up the will, then the train was an 
express, only stopping once between Norwood and London 
Bridge." 

Lestrade b^an to laugh. 

" You are too many for me when you bc^n to get on your 
theories, Mr. Holmes," said he. "How does this bear on the 
case?" 

" Well, it corroborates the young man's story to the extent 
that the will was drawn up by Jonas Oldacre in his journey 
yesterday. It is curious — is it not P — that a man should 
draw up so important a document in so hajdiazard a fashion. 
It su^eats tliat he did not think it was going to be of much 
practical importance. If a man drew up a will which he did 
not intend ever to be effective, he might do it so." 

" Well, he drew up his own death warrant at the same time," 
said Lestrade. 

" Oh, you think so ? " 

" Don't you ? " 

" Wdl, it is quite possible, but the case is not clear to me yet." 

"Not clear? Well, if that isn't clear, what could be clear? 
Here b a young man who learns suddenly that, if a certun older 
man dies, he will succeed to a fortune. What does he do ? He 
says nothing to anyone, but be arranges that he shall go out 
on some pretext to see his client that night. He waits until the 
only other person in the house is in bed, and then in the solitude 
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of the man's room he murders him, bums his body in the wood- 
pile, aad departs to a neighbouring hotel. The blood-stains 
in the room and also on the stick are very alight. It is prob- 
able that he imagined his crime to be a bloodless one, and 
hoped that if the body were consumed it would hide all traces 
of die method of bis death — traces which, for some reason, 
must have pointed to him. Is not all this obvious P " 

" It strikes me, my good Lestrade, aa being just a trifle too 
obvious," sud Holmes. " You do not add imagination to your 
other great qualities, but if you could for one moment put your- 
self in the place of this young man, would you choose the very 
night after the will had been mode to commit your crime P 
Would it not seem dangerous to you to make so very close a 
relation between the two inddents P Again, would you choose 
an occauoQ when you are known to be in the house, when a 
servant has let you in P And, finally, would you take the great 
puns to conceal the body, and yet leave your own stick as a sign 
that you were the criminal P Confess. Lestrade, that all this 
is very unlikely." 

" As to the stick, Mr. Holmes, you know as well as I do that 
a criminal is often flurried, and does such things, which a cod 
man would avoid. He was very likely afraid to go back to the 
nxHO. Give me another theory that would fit the facts." 

" I could very easily give you half a dozen," sud Hcdmea. 
" Here, for example, is a very possible and even probable one. 
I make you a free present of it. The older man is showing 
documents which are of evident value. A passing tramp sees 
them through the window, the blind of which b only half 
down. Exit the solicitor. Enter the tramp ! He seizes a stick, 
which he observes there, kills Oldacie, and departs after burn- 
ing the body." 
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" Vfity should the tramp bum the body f " 

" For the matter of that, why should McFarlane P " 

" To hide some evidecce." 

" Possibly the tramp wanted to hide that any munler at all 
had been committed." 

" And why did the tramp take nothing ? " 

" Because they were papers that be could not negotiate." 

Lestrade shook his head, though it seemed to me that his 
manner was less absolutely assured than before. 

" Well, Mr. ^erlock Holmes, you may look for your tramp, 
and while you are finding him we will hold on to our man. 
The future will show which is right. Just notice this point, Mr. 
Holmes: that so far as we know, none of the papers were re- 
moved, and that the prisoner is the one man in the wortd who 
had DO reason for removing them, since he was heir-at-law, and 
would come into them in any case." 

My friend seemed struck by this remaric. 

" I -don't mean to deny that the evidence b in some wa^ 
very stron^y in favour of your theory," stud he. " I only wish 
to pdnt out that there are other theories possible. As you say, 
the future will decide. Good morning! I dare say that in 
the course of the day, I ahoU drop in at Norwood and see how 
you are getting on." 

When the detective departed, my friend rose and made bis 
{Heparations for the day's woric with the alert air of a man who 
has a congeal task before him. 

" My first movement, Watson," said he, as he bustled into 
his frock-coat, "must, aa I said, be in the direction of Black- 
heath." 

" And why not Norwood ? " 

" Because we have in this case one singular incident coming 
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dose to the heels of another ungular incident. The police are 
making the mistake of concentrating their attention upon the 
second, because it happens to be the one which is actually 
criminal. But it is evident to me that the logical way to ap- 
proach the caae ia to begin by trying to throw some light upon 
the first inddent — the curious will, so suddenly made, and to 
so unexpected an heir. It may do something to simplify what 
followed. No, my dear fellow, I don't think you can help me. 
There is no prospect of danger, or I should not dream of stirring 
out without you. I trust that when I see you in the evening, 
I will be able to report that I have been able to do something 
for this unfortunate youngster, who has thrown himself upon 
my protection." 

It was late when my friend returned, and I could see, by a 
glance at his hazard and anxious face, that the high hopes 
with which he had started had not been fulfilled. For an hour 
he droned away upon his violin, endeavouring to soothe his own 
ruffled spirits. At last he fiung down the instrument, and 
plunged into a detailed account of his misadventures. 

" It's all going wrong, Watson — all as wrong as it can go. 
I kept a bold face before Lestrade, but, upon my soul, I believe 
that for once the fellow is od the right track and we are on the 
wrong. All my instincts are one way, and all the facts are the 
other, and I much fear that British juries hare not yet attained 
that pitch of intelligence when they will give the preference to 
my theories over Lestrade's facts." 

" Did you go to Blackheath ? " 

" Yes, Watson, I went there, and I found very quickly that the 
late lamented Oldacre was a pretty considerable blackguard. 
The father was away in search of his son. The mother was at 
home — a little, fluffy, blue-qred person, in a tremor of fear 
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and iodignation. Of course, she would not admit even the pos- 
sibility of his guilt. But she would not express rither surprise 
or r^ret over the fate of Oldacre. On the contraiy, she spdce 
of him with auc^ bitterness that she was unconsdousty con- 
siderably strengthening the case of the police for, of course, if 
her son had heard her speak of the man in this fashion, it would 
predispose him towards hatred and violence. ' He was more 
like a malignant and cunning ape than a human being,' sud 
she. 'and he always was, ever since he was a young man.' 

" * You knew him at that time ? ' said 1. 

" ' Yes, I knew him wdl, in fact, he was an old suitor of mine. 
Thank Heaven, that I had the sense to turn away ^m him, 
and to many a better, if poorer, man. I was engaged to him, 
Mr. Holmes, when I heard a shocking story of how he had 
turned a cat loose in an aviary, and I was ao horrified at his 
brut^ cruelty that I would have nothing more to do with him.* 
She rummaged in a bureau, and presently she produced a 
[Jiotagra[di i^a woman, shamefully defaced and mutilated with 
a knife. ' That is my own phott^raph,' she said. ' He sent it to 
me in that state, with his curse, upon my wedding moniing.* 

" 'Well,' said I, ' at least he has for^ven you now, since he has 
left all his property to your son.' 

" ' Nether my son nor I want anything from Jonas Oldacre, 
dead or alive ! ' she cried, with a proper spirit ' Here is a God 
in Heaven, Mr. H<^me3, and that same God who has punished 
that wicked man will show, in His own good time, that my 
son's hands are guiltless of his blood.' 

" Well, I tried one or two leads, but could get at nothing which 
would hdp our hypothesis, and several points which would make 
against it. I gave it up at last, and off I went to Norwood. 

" This place. Deep Dene House, is a big modem villa of 



3 by Google 



46 THE BBTURN OF SHEHLOCK HOLUES 

staring brick, standing back in its own grounds, mth a laurel- 
clumped lawn in front of it. To the right and some distance 
back from the road was the timber-yard which baA been the 
scene of the fire. Here's a rough plan on a leaf of my note- 
book. This window on the 1^ is the one whidi opens into 
Oldacre's room. You can look into it from the road, you see. 
That is about the only bit of consolation I have had to-day. 
Lestrade was not there, but his head constable did the honours. 
Th^ had just found a great treasure-trove. Tliey had spent 
the morning raking among the ashes of the burned wood-pile, 
and besides the charred organic remains they had secured 
several discoloured metal discs. I examined them with care, 
and there was no doubt that they were trouser buttons. I 
even distinguished that one of them was marked with the 
name of ' Hyams,' idio was Oldacre's tailor. I then woriced 
the lawn vei^ carefully for signs and traces, but this drought 
has made evoTthing as hard as iron. Nothing was to be seen 
save that some body or bundle had been dragged through a 
low privet hedge which b in a line with the wood-pile. All 
that, of course, fits in witli the official theory. I crawled about 
the lawn with an August sun on my back, but I got up at the 
end of an hour no wiser than before. 

"Well, after this fiasco I went into the bedroom and.exam- 
ined that also. The blood-stains were very slight, mere smears 
and discolorations, but undoubtedly fresh. The stick had been 
removed, but there also the marks were slight. There is no 
doubt about the stick belonging to our client. He admits it. 
Footmarks of both men could be made out on the carpet, but 
none of any third person, which again is a trick for the other 
»de. They were piling up thar score all the time, and we 
were at a standstill. 
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" Only oiklittte gleam of hope did I get — and yet it amount- 
ed to nothing. I examined the contents of. the safe, most <^ 
which had been taken out and left on the table. The papers 
had been made up into sealed envelopes, one or two of which 
had been opened by the fxilice. They were not, so far as I 
could judge, oi any great value, nor did the bank-book show 
that Mr. Oldacie was in such very affluent circumstances. ' 
But it seemed to me that all the papers were not there. There 
were allusions to some deeds — possibly the more valuable — 
which I could not find. This, of course, if we could definitely 
prove it, would turn Lestrade's a^;uinent against himself; for 
who would steal a .thing if he knew that he would shortly in- 
herit it P 

" Finally, having drawn every other cover and picked up no 
scent, I tried my luck with the housekeeper. Mis. Lexington 
is her name — a little, dark, silent person, with suspicious and 
sidelong ^es. She could tell us something if she would — I 
am convinced of it. But she was as close as wax. Yes, she 
had let Mr. McFarlane in at half-past nine. She wished her 
hand had withered before she had done so. She had gone to 
bed at half-past ten. Her room was at the other end of the 
house, and she could hear nothing of what passed. Mr. Mc- 
Farlane had left his hat, and to the best of her bdief his stick, 
in the hall. She had been awakened by the alarm of fiie. Her 
poor, dear master had certainly been murdered. Had he any 
enemies ? Well, every man had enemies, but Mr. Oldacre kept 
himself very much to himself, and only met people in the way 
of buaness. She had seen the buttons, and was sure tiiat they 
bdoDged to the dothes whidi he had worn last night. The 
wood-[ale was very dry, for it had not runed for a month. It 
burned like tinder, and by the time she reached the spot, noth- 
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ing could be seen but flames. She and all the firemen-smdled 
the burned flesh from inside it. She knew nothing of the 
p^>ers, nor of Mr. Oldacre's private affairs, 

" So, my dear Watson, there's my report of a failure. And 
yet — and yet — " — b« clenched his thin hands in a pai^ 
oxysm of conviction — "I know it's all wrong. I feet it in my 
bones. There is something that has not come out, and that 
housekeeper knows it. There was a sort of sulky deflance in 
her eyes, which only goes with guilty knowledge. However, 
there's no good talking any more about it, Watson; but unless 
some lucky chance comes our way I fear that the Norwood 
Disappearance Case will not figure in that chronicle of our 
successes which I foresee that a patient public will sooner or 
later have to endure." 

" Surely," said I, " the man's appearance would go far with 
imy jury ? " 

"That ia a dangerous argument, my dear Watson. You 
remember that terrible murderer, Bert Stevens, who wanted 
us to get him off in '87 P Was there ever a more mild-man- 
nered, Sunday-school young man P " 

" It is true." 

"Unless we succeed in establishing an alternative theory, 
this man b lost. You can hardly find a flaw in the case which 
can now be presented against him, and all further investigation 
has served to streaigthen it. By the way, there is one curious 
little point about those papers wlu<^ may serve us as the start- 
ing-point for an inquiry. On locddng over the bank-book I 
found that the low state of the balance was principally due to 
large cheques which have been made out during the last year to 
Mr. Comdius. I confess that I should be interested to know 
who this Mr. Cornelius may be with whom a retired builder 
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has such very laige transactions. la it possible that he has 
had a hand in the affair? Cornelius might be a broker, but 
we have found no scrip to correspond vith these i&ige pay- 
ments. Failing any other indication, my researches must now 
take the direction of an inquiry at the bank for the gentlenum 
who has cashed these cheques, But I fear my dear feUow, 
that our case will end ingloriously by Lestrade hanging our 
client, which will certainly be a triumph for Scotland Yard." 

I do not know how far Sherlock Holmes took any sleep that 
night, but when I came down to breakfast I found him pale and 
harassed, his bright ^es the brighter for the daric shadows 
round them. The carpet round his chair was littered with 
cigarette-ends and with the eariy editions of the morning papers. 
An open telegram lay upon the table. 

" What do you think lA this, Watson P " he asked, toaang it 
across. 

It was from Norwood, and ran as follows : — 

** mPORTAirr nixaH etidbncb to band. Uofarlane's 

Oim/r DEFINTTELT ESTABLISHED. ADTISB TOU TO ABAKDON 
CASE. — LE8TSADE." 

"This sounds serious," said I. 

"It is Lestrade's little cock-a-doodle of victory," Hdmes 
answered, with a bitter smile. " And yet it may be premature 
to abandon the case. After all, important fresh evidence is a 
two-edged thing, and may possibly cut in a very different direc- 
ticm to that which Lestrade imagines. Take your breakfast, 
Watstm, and we will go out together and see what we can do. 
I fed as if I shall need your company imd your moral support 
to-day." 

My friend had no breakfast himself, for it was one of his 
peculiarities that in his more intense moments he would permit 
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himself no food, and I have known him presume upOD his inm 
strragth until he has fainted from pure inanition. " At present 
I cannot spare energy and nerve force for digestion," he would 
say in answer to my medical remonstrances. I was not sur- 
prised, therefore, when this moining he left bis untouched meal 
behind faim, and started with me for Norwood. A crowd of 
morbid sightseers were still gathered round Deep Dene House, 
which was just such a suburban villa as I bad pictured. With- 
in the gates Lestrade met us, bis face flushed with victory, his 
manner grossly triumphant. 

" Well, Mr. Holmes, have you proved us to be wrong yet ? 
Have you found your tramp ? " he cried. 

"I have formed no conclusion whatever," my companion 
answered. 

. "But we formed ours yesterday, and now it proves to be 
correct, so you must acknowledge that we have been a little in 
front of you this time, Mr. Holmes." 

"You certtunly have the air of something unusual having 
occurred," said Holmes. 

Lestrade laughed loudly. 

" You don't like being beaten any more than the rest of us 
do," said he. "A man can't expect always to have it his own 
way, can he. Dr. Watson P Step this way, if you please, gentle- 
men, and I think I can convince you once for all that it was 
John McFailane who did this crime." 

He led us through the passage and out into a dark hall 
beyond. 

" This is where young M cFariane must have come out to get 
his hot after the crime was done," said he. "Now look at 
this." With dramatic suddenness he struck a match, and by 
its light exposed a stfun of blood upon the whitewashed wall. 
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Ab he held the match nearer, I saw that it waa more than a staio. 
It was the well-mariced print of a thumb. 

" Look at that with your magnifying glass, Mr. Hohnes." 

"Yes, I am doing so." 

" You are aware that no two thumb-marks are alike P " 

" I have heard something of the kind." 

" Well, then, will you please compare that print with this 
wax impression of young McFariane's right thumb, taken by 
my orders this morning P " 

As he held the waxen print close to the blood-sttun, it did not 
take a magnifying glass to see that the two were undoubtedly 
from the same thumb. It was evident to me that our unfor* 
tunate chent was lost. 

" Hiat is final," said Lestrade. 

" Yes, that is final," I involuntarily echoed. 

** It is final," said Holmes. 

Something in his tone caught my ear, and I turned to look at 
him. An extraordinary change had come over his face. It 
was writhing with inward merriment. His two eyes were shin- 
ing like stars. It seemed to me that he was making desperate 
efforts to restrain a convulsive attack of laughter. 

"Dear me! Dear met" he swd at last. "Well, now, who 
would have thought it P And how deceptive appearances may 
be, to be sure! Such a nice young man to look at! It is ales- 
son to us not to trust our own judgment, is it not, Lestrade f " 

"Yes, some of us are a little too much inclined to be codc- 
sure, Mr. Holmes," said Lestrade. The man's insolence was 
maddening, but we could not resent it. 

"What a providential thing that this young man should 
press his right thumb against the wall in taking his hat from 
tlie p^l Such a very natural action, too, if you come to think 
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of it." Holmes was outwardly calm, but his whole body gave 
ft wriggle of suppressed exdtement as he spoke. " By the way, 
Zjestrade, who made this remarkable discoveiy P " 

"It was the housekeeper, Mrs. Lexington, who drew the 
night constable's attention to it." 

" Where was die night constable f " 

"He remained on guard in the bedroom where the crime 
was committed, so as to see that nothing was touched." 

" But why didn't the police see this mark yesterday P " 

" Well, we had no particular reason to make a careful exam- 
ination of the hall. Besides, it's not in a very prominent place, 
as you see." 

"No, no — of course not. I suppose there is no doubt tfaat 
the mark was there yesterday ? " 

Lestrade looked at Holmes as if he thought he was going out 
of his mind. I confess that I was myself surprised both at his 
hilarious manner and at his rather wild observation. 

" I don't know whether you think that McFarlane came out 
of gaol in the dead of the night in order to strengthen the evi- 
dence against himself," sud Lestrade. " I leave it to any ex- 
pert in the world whether that is not the marie of his thumb." 

" It is unquestionably the mark of hia thumb." 

"There, that's enough," said Lestrade. "I am a practical 
man, Mr. Holmes, and when I have got my evidence I come to 
my conclusions. If you have anything to say, you will find me 
writing my report in the sitting-room." 

Holmes had recovered his equanimity, though I still seemed 
to detect gleams of amusement in his expression. 

" Dear me, this is a very sad development, Watson, is it not ? " 
said he. " And yet there are singular pcHnts about it whidi 
hold out some hopes for our client" 
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** I un delighted to hear it," said I, heartily. " I was afraid 
it was all up with faim." 

" I would hardly go so far as to »ay that, my dear Wataon. 
The fact is that there is one really serious flaw in this evidence 
to which our friend attaches so much importance." 

" Indeed, Hohnea I What is it ? " 

" Only this : that I know that that mark was not there when 
I examined the hall yesterday. And now, Watson, let us have 
a little stroll round in the sunshine." 

Wiih a confused brain, but with a heart into whidi some 
warmth of hope was returning, I accompanied my friend in a 
walk round the garden. Holmes took each face of the house 
in turn, and examined it with great interest. He then led the 
way inside, and went over the whole building horn basement 
to attic. Most ot the rooms were unfumisbed, but none 
the less Holmes inspected them all minutely. Finally, on the 
top corridor, which ran outside three untenanted bedrooms, 
he again was suzed with a spasm of merriment. 

" There are really some very unique features about this case, 
Watson," said he. ** I think it is time now that we took our 
friend Lestrade into our confidence. He has had his litde 
smile at our expense, and perhaps we may do as much by him, 
if my reading of this problem proves to be correct. Yes, yes. 
I think I see how we should approach it." 

The Scotland Yard inspector was stiil writing in the pariour 
when Holmes interrupted him. 

** I understood that you were writing a report of this case," 
Bud he. 

"So I am." 

" Don't you think it may be a little premature 7 I can't help 
tiiinkiDg that your evidence is not complete." 
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Lestrade knew my friend too well to disr^ard his words. 
He laid down his pen and looked curiously at him. 

" What do you mean, Mr. Holmes P " 

"Only that there is an important witness whom you have 
not seen." 

" Can you produce him f " 

" I think I can." 

" Then do so." 

" I will do my best. How many constables have you P " 

" There are three within caU." 

"Excdlentl" said Holmes. " May I ask if they are all la^e, 
able-bodied men with powerful voices ? " 

" I have no doubt they are. though I fail to see what thar 
voices have to do with it." 

" Perhaps I can help you to see that and one or two other 
things as well," said Holmes. " Kindly summon your men, 
and I will try." 

Five minutes later, three policemen had assembled in the ball. 

" In the outiiouse you will find a considerable quantity <tf 
straw," sud Holmes. " I will ask you to carry in two bundles 
of it. I think it will be of the greatest assistance in producing 
the witness whom I require. Thank you very much. I believe 
you have some matches in your pocket, Watson. Now, Mr. Lest- 
rade, I will ask you aU to accompany me to the top landing." 

As I have said, there was a broad corridor there, which ran 
outside three empty bedrooms. At one end of the corridor we 
were all marshalled by Sherlock Holmes, the constables grin- 
ning and Lestrade staring at my friend with amazement, ot- 
pectation, and derision rhaaJng each other across his features. 
Holmes stood before us with the air of a conjurer who is pet- 
forming a trick. 
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"Would you kindly send one of your constables for two 
buckets of vaterP Put the straw on the floor here, free 
from the wall on either side. Now I think that we are all 
ready." 

Lestrsde's face had begun to grow red and angry. 

" I don't know whether you are playing a game with us, Mr. 
£3ieriock Holmes," said he. " If you know anything, you can 
surely say it without all this tomfooleiy." 

" I assure you, my good Lestrade, that I have an excellent 
reastm for eveiything that I do. You may possibly remember 
that you chaffed me a little, some hours ago, when the sun 
seemed on your side of the hedge> so you must not grudge me 
a httle pomp and ceremony now. Might I ask you, Watson, 
to open that window, and then to put a match to the edge of 
the straw 7 " 

I did so, and driven by the draught, a coil of grey smoke 
swiried down the corridor, while the dry straw crackled and 



" Now we must see if we can find this witness for you, Les- 
trade. Mightlaskyouallto joinin thecryof 'Fire!'? Now, 
then; one, two, three — " 

"Fire!" we all yelled. 

"Thank you. I will trouble you once agun." 

"Fire!" 

"Just once more, gentlemen, and all together." 

" Fire ! " The shout must have rung over Norwood. 

It had hardly died away when an amazing thing happened. 
A door suddenly flew open out of what appeared to be solid 
wall at the end of the corridor, and a little, wizened man darted 
out of it, like a rabbit out of its burrow. 

"Capital!" said Holmes, calmly. "Watson, a bucket of 
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water over the straw. Tlut will do ! Lestrade. allow me to 

present you with jour principal missing witness, Mr. Jonas 

Oldacre." 

The detective stared at the newcom^ with blank amaze- 
menL The latter was blinking in the bright light of the cor- 
ridor, and peering at us and at the smouldering fire. It was 
an odious face — crafty, vicious, malignant, with shifty, light- 
grey eyes and white lashes. 

"What's this, then?" said I^estrade. at last. ".What have 
you been d<nng all this time, eh P " 

Oldacre gave an uneasy laugh, shrinking back from the furi- 
ous red face of the angiy detective. 

" I have done no harm." 

** No harm ? You have done your best to get an innocent 
man hanged. If it wasn't for this gentleman here, I am not 
sure that you would not have succeeded." 

The wretched creature b«^an to whimper. 

" I am sure, sir, it was only my practical joke." 

"Oh! a joke, was itP You won't find the laugh on your 
side, I promise you. Take lum down, and keep 4iim in the 
sitting-room until I come. Mr. Holmes," he continued, when 
th^ had gone, " I could not speak before the constables, but I 
don't mind saying, in the presence of Dr. Watson, that this is 
the brightest thing that you have done yet, though it is a mys- 
teiy to me how you did it. You have saved an innocent man's 
life, and you have prevented a very grave scandal, which would 
have ruined my reputation in the Force." 

Holmes smiled, and clapped Lestrade upon the shoulder. 

"Instead of being ruined, my good sir, you will find that 
your reputation has been enormously ^ihanced. Just make a 
few alterations in that report which you were writing, and they 
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will understand how hard it is to throw dust in the eyes of 
Inspector Lestrade." 

" And jou don't want yoxii name to appear ? " 

" Not at all. The woijc is its own reward. Perhaps I shall 
get the credit also at some distant day, when I permit my zealous 
historian to lay out his foolscap once more — eh, Watson ? 
Well, now, let us see where this rat has been luridng." 

A lath-and-plaster partition had been run across the passage 
six feet ftrom the end, with a door cunningly concealed in it. 
It was ht within by slits under the eaves. A few articles of 
furniture and a supply of food and water were within, together 
with a number of books and papers. 

"There's the advantage of being a builder," said Holmes, 
as we came out. " He was able to fix up his own httle hiding- 
place without any confederate — save, of course, that precious 
housekeeper of his, whom I should lose no time in adding to 
your bag, Lestrade." . 

" I'll take your advice. But how did you know of this place, 
Mr. Holmes f " 

" I mad# up my mind that the fellow was in hiding in the 
house. Wh^i I paced one corridor and found it six feet shorter 
than the corresponding one bdow, it was pretty clear where 
he was. I thought he had not the nerve to he quiet before ao 
alarm of fire We could, of course, have gone in and taken him, 
but it amused me to make him reveal himself, besides, I owed 
you a Httle mystification, Lestrade, for your chaff in the morn- 
ing." 

" Wdl, sir, you cerbunly got equal with me on that. But 
how in the world did you know that he was in the house at all ? " 

"The thumb-marit, Lestrade. You sud it was final; and so 
it was, in a very different sense. I knew it had not been there 
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the day before. I pay a good deal of attention to matters of 
ddail, as you may have observed, and I had ^cammed the hall, 
and was sure that the vail was clear. Therefore, it had been 
put on during the night." 

"But how?" 

" Very sim[dy. When those packets were sealed up, Jonas 
Oldacre got McFarlane to secure one of the seals by putting 
his thumb upon the soft wax. It would be done so quickly and 
so naturally, that I dare say the young man himself has no recol- 
lection of it. Very likely it just so happened, and Oldacre had 
himsdf no notion (A the use he would put it to. Brooding over 
the case in that den of his, it suddenly struck him what abso- 
lutely damning evidence he could make against McFariane by 
using that thumb-mark. It was the simplest thing in the 
world for turn to take a wax impression from the seal, to moisten 
it in as much blood as he could get from a pin-prick, and to 
put the mark upon the wall during the night, either with his 
own hand or with that of his housekeeper. If you examine 
among those documents which he took with him into his retreat, 
I will lay you a wager that you find the seal with the thumb- 
mark upon it." 

"Wonderful! "said Lestrade. "Wonderful! It's aD as clear 
as crystal, as you put it. But what is the object of this deep 
deception, Mr. Holmes ? " 

It was amusing to me to see how the detective's overbearing 
manner had changed suddenly to that of a child asking ques- 
tions of its teacher. 

"Well, I don't think that is very hard to explain. A very 
deep, malicious, vindictive person is the gentleman who is now 
waiting iis downstairs. You know that he was once refused by 
McFariane's mother P You don't ! I told you that you should 
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go to Blackheath first and Norwood afterwards. Well, this 
injury, as he would consider it, has rankled in his wicked, 
scheming brain, and all his life he has longed for vengeance, 
but never seen his chance. During the last year or two, things 
have gone against him — secret speculation, I think — and 
he finds himself in a bad way. He determines to swindle 
his creditors, and for this purpose he pays large cheques 
to a certain Mr. Cornelius, who is, I imagine, himself 
under another nam& I have not traced these cheques 
yet, but I have no doubt that they were banked imder that 
name at some provincial town where Oldacre from time to 
time led a double existence. He intended to change his 
name altogether, draw this money, and vanish, starting life 
again ebewhere." 

"Well, that's likely enough.'* 

" It would strike him that in disappearing he might throw all 
pursuit off his track, and at the same time have an am{de and 
crushing revenge upon his old sweetheart, if he could give the 
impression that he had been murdered by her only child. It 
was a masterpiece of villainy, and he carried it out like a master. 
The idea of the will, which would give an obvious motive for 
the crime, the secret visit unknown to his own parents, the re- 
t^ition of the stick, the blood, and the animal remains and but- 
tons in the wood-pile, all were admirable. It was a net from 
which it seemed to me, a few hours ago, that there was no pos- 
uble escape. But he had not that supreme gift of the artist, 
the knowledge of when to stop. He wished to improve that 
which was already perfect — to draw the rope tighter yet round 
the neck of his unfortunate victim — and so he ruined all. Let 
us descend, Lestrade. There are just one or two questions 
that I would aak him." 
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Tlie malignant creature was seated in his own pailour, with 
a policeman upon each side t^ him. 

"ItwasajokcimygooduT — apracdcaljoke, nothing more," 
he whined incessantly. " I aaauie you, sir, that I simfdy con- 
cealed myself in order to see the effect of my disappearance, 
and I am sure that you would not be so unjust as to imagine 
that I would have allowed any harm to befall poor young Mr. 
McFarione." 

"That's for a juiy to decide,'* said Leatrade. "Anyhow, 
we shall have you on a chai^ ot conspiracy, if not for attempt- 
ed murder." 

" And you'll probably find that your creditors will impound 
the banking account of Mr. Cornelius," said Holmes. 

The little man started) and turned his malignant eyes upon 
my faiend. 

" I have to thank you for a good deal," said he. '* Perii^ 
111 pay my debt some day." 

HcJmes smfled indulgently. 

" I taacy that, for some few years, you will find your time vay 
fully occupied," said he. " By the way, what was it you put 
into the wood-pile besides your old trousers P A dead dog, 
or rabbits, or what ? You won't tell P Dear me, how very nn- 
kind of you I Well, well, I dare say that a couple of rabbits 
would account both for the blood and for the charred ashes. 
B ever you write an account, Watson, you can moke rabbits 
aemytmttam." 
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THE DANCING MEN 

llOLMES had been seated for some houn in silence vith 
his long, thin back curved over a chemical vessd in which 
he was brewing a particulariy malodorous product. His head 
was mink upon his breast, and he looked from my point of 
■new like a strange, lank biid, with dull grey plumage and a 
blai& top-knot. 

"So. Watson," said he. suddenly, "you do not [»opose to 
invest in South Afiicaa securities ? " 

I gave a start of astonishmeDt. Accustomed aa I was to 
Hdmes' curious faculties, this sudden intriuitH) into my moat 
intimate thoughts was utterly inexplicable. 

" How on earth do you know that ? " I asked. 

He i^eeled round upon his stool, with a steaming test-tube 
in his hand, and a gleam (A amusement in his deep-set eyes. 

" Now.Watson, confess yourself utteriy takoi aback," said he. 

"lam." 

" I ought to make you ^n a poptt to that effect" 

"Why?" 

" Because in five minutes you will say that it is all 80 absuidfy 
simile." 
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" I am sure that I shall say nothing of the kiitd." 
"You see, mj dear Watson" — he propped his test-tube in 
the rack, and began to lecture witii the air of a professor address- 
ing his class — " it b not really difficult to construct a series of 
inferences, each dependent upon its predecessor and each am- 
ple in itself. If, after doing so, one simply knocks out all the 
central inferences and presents one's audience with the starting- 
point and the conclusion, one may produce a startling, though 
possibly a meretricious, effect. Now. it was not really difficult, 
by an inspection of the groove between your left forefinger uid 
thumb, to feel sure that you did tu4 propose to invest your 
small capital in the goldfields." 
"I see no connection." 

" Very likely not ; but I can quickly show you a close 
cwmection. Here are the missing links of the veiy simple 
chain; 1. You had chalk between your left finger and 
thumb when 3n>u returned from the club last night. 2. You 
put chalk there when you play billiards to steady the cue. 
S. You never play billiards except with Thurston. 4. You 
told me, four weeks ago, that Hiurston had an option on 
some South African proper^ which would expire in a month, 
and which be desired you to share with him. 5. Your 
cheque-book is locked in my drawer, and you have not 
asked for the key. €. You do not propose to invest your 
money in this maimer." 

"How absurdly simple!" I cried. 

"Quite so!" asid he, a little nettled. "Every problem be- 
comes very childish when once it is explained to you. Here is 
an unexplained one. See what you can make of that, frioid 
Watson." He tossed a sheet of paper uptm the table, and 
turned once more to his chemical analysis. 
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I looked with amazement at the abBurd hieroglyfdiics upon 
the paper. 

" yfbj. Holmes, it is a child's drawing," I cried. 

"Oh, thafs your idea!" 

** What else should it be P " 

** That is what Mr. Hilton Cubitt, cd Riding Thorpe Manor, 
Norfolk, is veiy anxious to know. This little conundrum came 
by the first post, and he was to follow by the next trun. Hiere's 
a ring at the bell, Watson. I should not be very mudi 8U> 
prised if this were he." 

A heavy step was heard upon the stairs, and an instant later 
there entered a tall, ruddy, clean-shaven gentleman, whose 
clear eyes and florid cheeks told of a life led far from the fogs 
ot Baker Street. He seemed to bring a whifF of his strong, 
fresh, bracing, east-coast air with him as he entered. Having 
aJiaken hands with each of us, he was about to sit down, when 
his eye rested upon the paper with the curious maridngs, whidi 
I had just examined and left upon the table. 

" Well, Mr. Holmes, what do you make of these ? " he cried. 
" They told me that you were fond of queer mysteries, and I d(Mi't 
think you can find a queerer one than that. I sent the paper on 
ahead, so that you might have time to study it before I cam&" 

** It ia certainly rather a curious production," stud Holmes. 
"At first sight it would appear to be some childish prank. It 
consists of a number c4 absurd little figures Hanring across the 
p^>er upon which they are drawn. Why should you attribute 
any importance to so grotesque an object ? " 

" I never should, Mr. Holmes. But my wife does. It is 
frightening her to death. She says nothing, but I can see 
terror in her eyes. That's why I want to sift the matter to the 
bottom." 
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Holmes h«ld up the paper so that the sunlight shone full upon 
it. It WAS a page torn from a note-book. The 
done in pencil, and ran in this way: — 



7i'^nr-Xm:^:^Tim 



Holmes examined it for some time, and then, folding it care- 
fully up, he placed it in his pocket-book. 

"This promises to be a most interesting and unusual case," 
said he. " You gave me a few particulars in your letter, Mr. 
Hilton Cubitt, but I should be very much obliged if you would 
kindly go over it all again for the benefit of my friend, Dr. 
Watson." 

** I'm not much of a story-teller," said our visitor, nervously 
dasping and unclasping his great, strong hands. ** You'll just 
ask me anything that I don't make clear. I'll begin at the 
time of my marriage last year, but I want to say first of all that, 
though I'm not a rich man, my people have been at Biding 
lliorpe for a matter of five centuries, and there is no better- 
known family in the County of Norfolk. Last year I came up 
to London for the Jubilee, uid I stopped at a boarding-house in 
Russell Square, because Parker, the vicar of our parish, was 
staying in it. There was an American young lady there — 
Patrick was the name — Elsie Patrick. In some way we be- 
came friends, until before my month was up I was as much in 
love aa man could be. We were quietly married at a r^istry 
office, and we returned to Norfolk a wedded couple. You'll 
think it very mad. Mr. Holmes, that a man of a good old family 
should marry a wife in this fashion, knowing nothing of her 
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past or of her people, but if you saw her and knew her, it 
would help you to understand. 

"Sxe was very straight about it, was Elsie. I can't say 
that she did not give me every chance of getting out of it if I 
wished to do so. 'I have had some very disagreeable aaaoda- 
tions in my life,' said she, ' I wish to foiget all about them. I 
would rather never allude to the past, for it is very painful to 
me. If you take me, Hilton, you will take a woman who has 
nothing that she need be personally ashamed of; but you will 
have to be content with my word for it, and to allow me to be 
silent as to all that passed up to the time when I became youis. 
If these conditions are too hard, then go back to Norfolk, and 
leave me to the lonely life in which you found me.' It was only 
the day before our wedding that she said those very words to 
me. I told her that I was content to take her on her own 
terms, and I have been as good as my word. 

*' Well, we have been married now for a year, and very happy 
we have been. But about a mouth ago, at the end of June, I 
saw for the first time signs of trouble. One day my wife re- 
ceived a letter from America. I saw the American stamp. She 
turned deadly white, read the letter, and threw it into the fire. 
She made no allusion to it afterwards, and I made none, for a 
promise is a promise, but she has aever known an easy hour 
from that moment. There is always a look (rf fear upmi her 
face — a look as if she were waiting and expecting. She 
would do better to trust me. ^e would find that I was her 
best friend. But until she speaks, I can say Dotbing. Kfind 
you, she is a truthful womui, Mr. Holmes, and whatever trou- 
ble there may have been in her past life it has been no fault of 
I hers. I am only a simple Norfolk squire, but there is not a 
man in England who ranks his family honour more highly thao 
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I do. She knows it wdl, and ahe knew it wdl before sbe mar- 
ried me. She would never bring an; stain upon it — <ii that I 
am sure. 

" Well, iKiw I cxime to the queer part of my story. About a 
wedc ago — it was the Tuesday of last week — I fotmd on oae 
of the window^ills a number of abflUid little dancing figures 
like these upon the paper. They were scrawled with chalk. 
I thought that it was the stable-boy who had drawn thran, but 
the lad swore he knew nothing about it. Anyhow, they had 
come there during the night I had them washed out, uid I 
only mottio&ed the nutter to my wife afterwards. To my sur- 
prise, she took it veiy seriously, uid begged me if any more came 
to let her see them. None did come for a week, and then yester- 
day morning I found this paper lying on the sun-dial in the 
garden. I showed it to Elsie, and down she dropped in a dead 
faint, ^nce then she has lotted like a woman in a dream, 
half dazed, and wi& terror always luridng in her ^es. It was 
then that I wrote and sent the paper to you, Mr. Hodmes. It 
was not a thing that I cotdd take to the police, for tbey would 
have laughed at me, but you will tell me what to do. I am not 
t rich man, but if there is auy danger threataung my litde 
.voman, I would spend my last copper to shield her." 

He was a fine creature, this man of the old English stul — sim- 
I'lc, straight, and gentle, with his great, earnest blue eyes and 
broad, comely face. His love for his wife and his trust in her 
shone in his features. Holmes had listened to his story with 
the utmost attention, and now he sat for some time in silent 
thought. 

" Don't you think, Mr. Cubitt," said he, at last, ** that your 
best plan would be to make a direct appeal to your wife, and 
to ask her to share her secret with you P " 
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Wbou Cubitt shook his massive bead. 

** A promise is a promise. Mr. Hohnes. If Elsie wished to 
tdl me she would. If not, it is not for me to force her ccm- 
fidoice. But I am justified in taking my own line — and I 
will." 

"Then I will help you with all my heart. In the first place, 
have you heard of any strangers being seen in your ndghbour- 
hood?" 

"No." 

" I presume that it is a veiy quiet place. Any fresh face 
wouM cause comment f " 

** In the immediate neighbourhood, yea. But we have several 
small watering-places not very far away. And the farmers 
take in lodgers." 

"These hierogly^ca have evidently a meaning. If it is 
a purely arbitrary one, it may be Impossible for us to sdve it. 
li, on the other hand, it is systematic, I have no doubt that we 
shall get to the bottom of it. But this particular sample ia 
so short that I can do nothing, and the facts whidi you have 
brought me are so indefinite that we have no basis for an in- 
vestigation. I would suggest that you return to Norfolk, that 
you keep a keen look-out, and &at you take an exact copy of 
any fresh dandng mrai which may appear. It is a thousand 
pities that we have not a reproduction of those which were done 
in chalk upon the window-sill. Make a discreet inquiiy also 
as to any strangers in the neighbourhood. When you have 
collected some fresh evidence, come to me again. That is the 
best advice which I can give you, Mr. Bilton Cubitt If there 
are any pressing fresh developments, I shall be always ready to 
run down and see you. in your Norfolk home." 

The interview left ^leriock Htdmes veiy thou^itfal, and 
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several times in the next few days I saw him take his slip of 
paper from his note-book and look long and earnestly at the 
curious figures inscribed upon it. He made no allusion to the 
affair, however, until one afternoon a fortnight or so later. I 
was gmng out when he called me back. 

" You had better stay here, Watson." 

"Why?" 

" Because I had a wire from Hilton Culntt this morning. 
You i^nember Hilton CuUtt, of thedandng men ? He was to 
reach Liverpool Street at one-twenty. He may be here at any 
moment. I gather from his wire that there have been some 
new incidents of importance." 

We had not long to wait, for our Norfolk squire came strai^it 
from the station as fast as a hansom could bring him. He was 
looking worried and dejHessed, with tired eyes and a lined fore- 
head. 

" It's getting on my nerves, this business, Mr. Holmes," said 
he, as he sank, like a wearied man. into an armchair. ** It's 
bad enough to feel that you are surrounded by unseen, unknown 
folk, who have some kind of design upon you, but when, in 
addition to that, you know that it is just killing your wife by 
inches, then it becomes as much as flesh and blood can endure. 
She's wearing away under it — just wearing away before my 
eyes." 

" Has she said anything yet P " 

" No, Mr. Holmes, she has not. And yet there have been 
times when the poor girl has wanted to speak, and yet could not 
quite bring herself to take the plunge. I have tried to help 
her, but I dare say I did it clumsily, and scared her from it. 
She has spoken about my old family, and our reputation in the 
county, and our pride in our unsullied honour, and I always 
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fdt it was leading to the point, but somdiow it turned o£F before 
we got there." 

** But you have found out something for yourself ? " 

" A good deal, Mr. Holmes. I have several fresh danciiig- 
men [Hctures for you to examine, and, what is more important, 
I have seen the fellow." 

" What, the man who draws them ? " 

"Yes, I saw him at his work. But I will tell you every- 
thing in order. When I got back after my visit to you, the very 
first thing I saw next morning was a fresh crop of dandng men. 
They had been drawn in chalk upon the black wooden door of 
the tool-house, which stands beside the lawn in full view of the 
front windows. I took an exact copy, and here it is." He 
unfolded a paper and laid it upon the table. Here is a copy of 
the hiero^yphics: — 



nXV^J-Tf^^ 



"Excellent!" said Holmes. "Excellent! Pray continue." 
" When I had taken the copy, I nibbed out the marks, but, 

two mornings later, a fnsh inscription had appeared. I have a 

copy of it here " : — 



S^^X'X-^WX 



Holmes rubbed his hands and chuckled with delight. 

" Our material is rapidly accumulating," said he. 

"Three days later a message was left scrawled upon paper, 
and placed under a pebble upon the sun-dial. Here it is. The 
characters are, as you see, exactly the same as the last one. 
After that I determined to lie in wait, so I got out my revolver 
and I sat up in my study, which overlooks the lawn and garden. 
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About two in the moming I was seated by tbe window, aU bong 
daxk save for the moonlight oafadde, when I heard steps behind 
me, and there was my wife in her diesang-gown. She im^dored 
me to come to bed. I told her frankly that I wished to see who 
it was who played such absurd tridis upon U9. She answered 
that it was some senseless practical joke, and that I should not 
take any notice of it. 

"'If it really annoys you, Hilton, we might go and travd, 
you and I, and so aroid this nuisance.' 

" 'What, be driven out of our own house by a practical 
joker P ' said I. ' Why, we should have the whole counly laugh- 
ing at us.' 

" 'Well, come to bed,* said she, 'luid we can discuss it in the 
morning.' 

" Suddenly, as she spoke, I saw her white face grow whiter 
yet in the moonlight, and her hand tightened upon my shoulder. 
Something waa moving in the shadow of the tool-house. I saw 
a dark, cieejHng figure which crawled round the comer and 
squatted in front of the door. Seizing my pistol, I was rushing 
out, when my wife threw her arms round me and held me with 
. coDTuLnve strength. I tried to throw her off, but she clung to 
me most desperately. At last I got clear, but by the time I had 
opened the door and reached the house the creature was gone. 
He had left a trace of his presence, however, for there on the 
door was the very same arrangement of dancing men which had 
already twice fq>peared, and which I have copied on that paper. 
Hiete was no other .mga of the fellow anywhere, though I ran 
aO- over the grounds. And yet the ftmamng thing is that he 
must have been there all the time, for when I examined the 
door agun in the moming he had scrawled some more t^ his 
pictures under the line which I had already seen." 



3 by Google 



3 by Google 



3 by Google 



iSE advenhtre of tbb dancing hkn n 

"HATcyoii thst freah drawing P" 

" Yes, it ifl very short, but I made a copy lA it, and here it is." 

Again he produced a p^xr* The new dance was in this 



miT 



"TcH me," said Hohnes — and I could see by his eyes that 
he was much excited — " was this a mere addition to Uie first, 
or <tid it i^pear to be entirely separate f " 

" It was aa a different panel of the door." 

"Excellent! This is far the most impcotant of all for our 
purpose. It fills me with hopes. Now, Mr. Klton Cubitt, 
please continue your most interesting statement." 

" I have nothing more to say, Mr. Hfdmea, except that I was 
aogiy with my wife that night tor having hdd me back when I 
might have caught the skulking lascaL She said that she 
feared that I mi^t come to harm. For an instant it had crossed 
my mind that pethaps what she really feared was that he 
might come to harm, for I coold not doubt that she knew who 
this man was, and what he meant by these strange signals. But 
there is a tone in my wife's T<»ce, Mr. Holmes, and a look in 
her eyes whidi forbid doubt, and I am sure that it was 
indeed my own safety that was in her mind. There's the 
whole case, and now I want your adnce as to what I ought 
to do. My own inclination is to put hair a dozen of my 
farm lads in the shrubbeiy, and when this fellow comes 
agun to give him such a hiding that he will leave us in peace 
for the future." 

" I fear it is too deep a case for sudi simfde r^nedies," said 
Holmes. " How long can you stay in London ? " 

" I must go back to-day. I would not leave my wife alone 
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St night for anything. She is veiy nervous, and b^ged me to 

come back." 

" I dare say you are right. But if you could have stoj^jed, 
I might possibly have been able to rc^m with you in a day or 
two. Meanwhile you will leave me these papers, and I think 
that it is very likely that I shall be able to pay you a visit shortly 
and to throw some light upon your case." 

^leriock Holmes preserved his calm pnrfessional manner 
until our visitor had left us, although it was easy for me, who 
knew him so well, to see that he was profoundly excited. The 
moment that Hilton Cubitt's broad back had disappeared 
through the door my comrade rushed to the table, laid out all 
the slips of paper containing dan<nng men in front of him, and 
threw himself into an intricate and eltUmrate calculation. For 
two hours I watched him as he covered sheet after sheet of 
paper with figures and letters, so completely absorbed in his 
task that be had evideoUy forgotten my presence. Sometimes 
he was making progress and whistled and sang at fais worit; 
sometimes he was puzzled, and would sit for long spells with 
a furrowed brow and a vacant eye. Finally he sprang from 
his chair with a cry of satisfaction, and walked up and down 
the room rubbing his hands together Then he wrote a long 
telegram upon a cable form. "If my answer to this is as I 
hope, you will have a very pretty case to add to your collection, 
Watson," said he. " I expect that we shall be able to go down 
to Norfolk to-morrow, and to take our friend some very definite 
news as to the secret of his annoyance." 

I confess that I was filled with curiosity, but I was aware 
that Hdmes liked to make his disclosures at his own time and 
ID his own way, so I wwt«d until it should suit him to lake me 
into his confidence. 
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Bot there was a dday in that answering tidegnun, and tvo 
da;^ of impatience followed, during whidi Holmea pricked up 
his ears at ever]' ring of the bdl. On the evening of the second 
there came a letter from Hilton Cubitt All waa quiet with 
him. save that a long inscription had appeared that morning 
upon the pedestal of the sun-dial. He inclosed a copy oS h, 
which is here reproduced : — 

Htdmes bent over this grotesque faieze for some minutes, and 
then suddenly sprang to his feet with an ^damation at sur- 
prise and dismay. His face was haggard with anxiety. 

" We have let this affair go far enough." said he. " Is there 
a train to North Walduun to-night ? " 

I turned up the time-table. The last had just gone. 

" Then we shall breakfast eariy and take the very first in the 
morning," said Holmes. "Our presence b most nrgentiy 
needed. Ah! here is our catpected cabl^ram. One momoitt 
Mrs. Hudson, there may be an answer. No, that is quite as I 
expected. This message makes it even more essential that we 
should not lose an hour in letting EUlton Cubitt know how 
matters stand, for it is a singular and a dangerous web in whidi 
our sim{de Norfolk squire is entao^ed." 

So, indeed, it [noved, and as I come to the daric condunon 
of a stoiy whidi had seemed to me to be only childish and bi- 
sane, I experience once again the dismay and horror with which 
I was filled. Would that I had some brighter ending to com- 
municate to my readers, but these are the chronides of fact, 
and I must follow to thdr daric crisis the strange chain of eveoti 
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which for Borne dajs nude Riding Hiorpe Manor a houidlold 

word through the length and breadth of England. 

We had hardly alighted at Not& Walaham, and mentioned 
the name of our destination, when the station-master hunied 
towards OS. " I suppose that joa are the detectives from Ltm- 
don ? " said he. 

A look of annoyance passed over "Raima' face. 

"What makes you think such a thing f " 

"Becauxe Inspector Martin from Norwich has jnst passed 
throuf^. But maybe you are the surgeons. She's not dead — 
or wasn't by last accounts. You may be in time to save her 
yet — though it be tor the gallows." 

Hdmes* brow was dark with anxiety. 

"We are gtnng to Riding Thorpe Manor," said he, " but we 
have beard nothing of what has passed there." 

"It's a terrible business," said the station-master. "Th^ 
are shot, both Mr. Hilton Cubitt and his wife. She shot him 
and then herself — so the serrsnts say. He*8 dead and her 
life is despaired of. Dear, dear, one of the oldest families in 
the Coun^ of Norfolk, and one of the most honoured." 

Without a word Holmes hurried to a carriage, and during 
the long seven milee drive he never opened his mouth. Sel- 
dom have I seen him so utteriy despondent He had been 
uneasy during all our journey from town, and I had observed 
that he had turned over the morning papers with anxious atten- 
tion, but now this sudden realization of his worst fears left him 
in a Idaok mdancholy. He leaned back in his seat, lost in 
glouny speculation. Yet there was much around to intoest 
us, fox we were passing through as singular a countiy-side as 
any in England, where a few scattered cottages represented the 
population of to^Iay, iriiile on every hand enormous squsre- 
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towered churc^ea bristled up from the flat, green Imndscape 
and told of the gloiy and proBperitf of old East AogUa. At 
Uat the violrt rim of the German Oocan appeared over the 
green edge t^ the Norfolk coast, and the driver pointed with hui 
whip to two dd brick and timber gables which projected from 
a grove of trees. " lliat's Biding Thorpe Manor," said he. 

As we drove up to the pordcoed front door, I observed in 
front <tf it, beside the tennis lawn, the black tool-house and the 
pedestalled sun-dial with which we had such strange associa- 
tions. A dapper little man, with a quick, alert manner and a 
waxed moustache, had just dcscoided from a high dt)g-«art. 
He introduced himself as Inspector Martin, of the Norfolk 
Constabulary, and he was connderably astonished when he 
heard the name of my companioii. 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, Qie crime was only committed at three 
tills morning. How could you hear of it in London and get 
to the spot as soon as I P " 

" I anticipated it. I came in the hope ot preventing it." 

"Then you must have important evidence, of which we are 
ignorant, for they were said to be a most united couple." 

" I have only the evidence of the dancing men,' ' stud Holmes. 
** I will explain the matter to you later. Meanwhile, since it 
is too late to prevent this tragedy, I am very anxious that I 
should use the knowledge which I possess in order to insure 
that justice be done. WiU you associate me in your investigar 
tion, or will you prefer that I should act independently ? " 

" I should be proud to feel that we were acting together, Mr. 
Holmes," said the inspector, earnestly. 

" In that case I should be glad to hear the evidence and to 

examine the premises without an instant of unnecessary delay." 

.f Inspector Martin had the good sense to allow my friend to 
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do things in his own fashion, and contented himself with care- 
fully noting the results. The local surgeon, an old, white- 
haired mui, had just come down from Mrs. Hilton Cubitt'a 
room, and he reported that her injuries were serious, but not 
necessarily fatal. The bullet had passed through the front 
<rf her brain, and it would probably be some time before she 
could Ttf^n (Kmsciousness. On the question of whether she 
had been shot or had shot benelf , he would not venture to ex- 
press any decided opinion. Certainly the bullet had been dis- 
charged at very dose quarters, lliere was only the one pistol 
found in the nxMD, two barreb of which had been emptied. 
Mr. ffilton Cubitt had been shot through the heart. It was 
equally conceiTable that be had shot her and ibea himself, or 
that she had been the criminal, for the Kvoiyer lay upon the 
floor midway between them. 

" Has he been moved P " asked Holmes. 

" We have moved nothing except the lady. We could not 
leave her lying wounded upon the floor." 

" How long have you been here, doctor ? " 

" Since four o'clock." 

" Anyone else ? " 

"Yes, the constable here." 

" And you have touched notbing ? " 

" Nothing.** 

" You have acted with great discretion. Who sent for you F " 

"The housonaid, Saunders." 

" Was it she who gave the alarm ? " 

"^le and Mrs. King, the cook." 

" WhCTe are they now ? " 

" In the kitchen, I believe." 

" Thm I ibink we had better hear their story at once." 
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The old hall, oak-panelled and high-windowed, had been 
turned into a court of investigation. Holmes sat in a grcat, 
(dd-fasfaioned chur, his inexorable eyes gleaming out of hia 
bayard face. I could read in them a set purpose to devote his 
life to this quest until the client whom he had failed to save 
should at last be avenged. The trim Inspector Martin, the 
old, grey-headed country doctor, myself, and a sttrfid village 
policeman made up the rest of that strange company. 

The two women told their story cleuly enough. They bad 
been aroused from their sleep by the sound of an explosion, 
which bad been followed a minute later by a second one. They 
stept in adjoining rooms, and Mis. King had rushed in to Saun- 
ders. Together they had descended the stairs. The door of 
the study was open, aad a candle was burning upon the table. 
Their master lay upon his face in tbe centre ot the room. He 
was quite dead. Near the window his wife was crouching, her 
head leaning agunst the wall. She was honibly wounded, 
and the side of her face was red with blood. She breathed 
heavily, but was incapable of saying anything. The passage, 
as well as the room, was full of smoke and the smdi of powder. 
The window was certunly shut and fastened upon the inside. 
Both women were positive upon the point They had at once 
sent for the doctor and for the constable. Then, with the aid 
cf the groom and the stable-boy, they had conveyed their in- 
jured mistress to her room. Both she imd her husband had 
occu[Med the bed. She was clad in her dress — he in his dress- 
ing gown, over his night-clothes. Xothing had been moved in 
the study. So far as they knew, there had never been aaj quar- 
rd between husband and wife. They had always looked upon 
them as a very united couple. 
These were the mun points of the servants' evidence. In 



3 by Google 



78 TBB HEITTRN OF SHERLOCK HOUOS 

•luwer to Inspector Martin, they wen dear that every door waa 
fastoied upon the inaide, and that no one could have escaped 
from the house. In answer to Hdmes, they both remembered 
that they were conscious of the smell of powder from the mo- 
ment that they nui out of their rooms upon the top floor. " I 
commend that fact veiy carefully to your attcntioD," said 
Hdmes to his jnofessional colleague. "And now I think that 
we are in a position to undertake a thorough examination cf 
the room." 

Ilie study proved to be a small chamber, lined on three sides 
with bodes, and with a writiiig-table fadng ao on&naiy win- 
dow, which looked out upon the garden. Our first attention 
was given to the body of the unfortunate squire, whose huge 
frame lay stretched across the room. His disordered dress 
showed that he had been hastily aroused from sleep. The 
bullet had been fired at him from the fnmt, and had remained 
in his body after paietrating the heart Bis death had cer- 
tainly been instantaneous and painless. There was no pow- 
der-maildng other upon his dressing-gown or on his hands. 
According to the country surgeon, the lady had stuns upon 
her face, but a(Hie uptm her hand. 

" Ilie absence ot the latter means notluog, though its presence 
may mean everything," said Htdmes. ** Unless the powder from 
a badly fitting cartridge happois to spurt backwards, (me may 
fire many shots without leaving a sign. I would suggest that 
Mr. Cubitt's body may now be removed. I suppose, Doctor, 
you have not recovered the bullet which wounded the lady ? " 

"A serious operaticai will be necessary before that can be 
done. But ihere are still four cartridges in the revolver. Two 
have been fired and two wounds inflicted, so that each bullet 
can be accounted for. 
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"So it would seem," aaid Htdmes. "Peiliaps you can 
' account also for the bullet whidi has so obviously strucJE the 
edge of the window ? " 

Be had turned suddenly, and his long, thin finger was pointing 
to a hole which had bem drilled right through the lower win- 
dow-saah, about an inch above the bottom. 

"By Geoij^l" cried the inspector. "How ever did you see 
that?" 

" Because I looked for it" 

" Wonderful E " said the countty doctor. " You are certainly 
right, sir. Then a third shot has been fired, and thcmfore a 
third person must have been present But who could that 
have been, and how could he have got away P " 

"That is the problem which we are now about to solve," 
said Sheriock Hdmes. "You remember. Inspector Martin, 
when the servants said that on leaving their room they were at 
«ice ctHtsdous fA a smdl of powder, I temariced that the pmnt 
was an extremely important aae P " 

" Yes, sir; but I confess I did not quite follow you." 

" It suggested that at the time of the firing, the window as well 
as the door of the room had been open. Otherwise the fumes 
of powder could not have been blown so rapidly through the 
house. A draught in the room was necessary for that Both 
door and window were only open for a very short time, how- 
ever." 

"How do you [nvve that ? " 

" Because the candle was not guttoed." 

"Captall" cried the inspector. "Capitall" 

"Feding sure that the window had been open at the time al 
the tragedy, I conceived that there might have been a third per^ 
son in the affair, who stood outside this opening and fired 
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through it. Any shot directed at this person might hit the saah. 

I looked, and there, aiue enough, was the buUet maikl " 

" But how came the window to be shut and fastened P " 

" The woman's first instinct would be to shut and fasten the 
window. But, halloal what is this P " 

It was a lady's hand-bag which stood upon the study table — 
a trim little hand>bag of crocodile-skin and silver. Holmes 
opened it and turned the contents out. There were twenty 
fiffy'pound notes of the Bank of England, held together by an 
india-rubber band — nothing else. 

" This must be preserred, for it will figure in the trial," said 
Hcdmes, as he handed the bag with its contmta to the inspector. 
"It is now necessary that we should try to throw some U^t 
upon this third bullet, which has cleariy, from the splintering 
of the wood, been fired from inside the room. I should like 
to see Mrs. King, the cook, again. You said, Mrs. King, that 
you were awakened by a loud explosion. When you said that, 
did you mean that it seemed to you to be louder than the second 

" Well, sir, it wakened me from my sleep, and so it is hard 
to judge. But it did seem very loud." 

" You don't think that it m^ht have been two shots fired 
afanost at the same instant P " 

" I am sure I couldn't say, sir." 

** I believe that it was undoubtedly so. I rather think. In- 
spector Martin, that we have now exhausted all that this room 
can teach us. If you will kindly step round with me, we shall 
see what fresh evidence the garden has to offer." 

A flower-bed extended up to the study window, and we all 
brd» into an exclamation as we approadied it. lite flowers 
were tntm{ried dows, and the soft soil was im[»inted aU over 
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with footmarks. La^;e, maflculine feet they were, with pecu- 
liariy long, sharp toea. Hohnes hunted about among the gnaa 
and leaves like a retriever after a wounded bird. Then, with 
a cry of satisfaction, he bent forward and picked up a little 
brazen cylinder. 

"I thought so," said he; "the revolver had an Rector, and 
here is the third carbidge. I really think. Inspector Martin, 
that our case is almost complete." 

The country inspector's face had shown his intense amaee- 
moit at the rapid and masterful progress of Holmes' investiga- 
tion. At first he had shown some disposition to assert bis own 
position, but now he was overcome with admiration, and ready 
to fdlow without question wherever Holmes led. 

" Whom do you suspect P " he asked. 

Til go into that later. There are several points in this prob- 
lem which I have not been able to explain to you yet. Now 
that I have got bo far, I had best proceed on my own lines, and 
then clear the whole matter up once and for all." 

" Just as you wish, Mr. Holmes, so long as we get our man." 

" I have no desire to nuke mysteries, but it is imposdble at 
the moment of action to enter into long and complex exfdana- 
tions. I have the threads of this affair all in my hand. Even 
if this lady should never recover consdousness, we can still 
reconstruct the events of last night, and insure that justice be 
done. First of all, I wish to know whether there is uty inn in 
tlus neighbourhood known as ' Elrige's ' P " 

The servants were cross-questioned, but none <rf than had 
beard of sudi a place. The stable-boy threw a light upon the 
matter by remembering that a farmer of that name lived some 
miles off, in the direction of East Rust(«i. 

" Ii it a kmely fann P " 
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"Veiy loDelj, sir." 

" Pertups they fasve not hesrd yet of all that happened here 
during the nig^t?" 

"Maybe not, SIT." 

Hdmes thought for a Uttle, and then a curious smile [dayed 
over his face. 

"Saddle a hotM, my lad," said he. "I shall wish you to 
take a note to Elrige's Farm." 

He took from his pocket the various slips of the Amnnng men. 
With these in front of him, he vorked for some time at the 
study-table. Finally he handed a note to the boy, with direc- 
tions to put it into the hands of the person to whom it was ad- 
dressed, and especially to answer no questions ct any sort whidi 
might be put to him. I saw the outside of the note, addressed 
in straQcling, irrt^ular characters, very unlike Holmes' usual 
predse hand. It was consigned to Blr. Abe Slan^, Elrige's 
Farm, East Ruston, Norfolk. 

" I think, InapectM," Holmes remarked, ** diat you would do 
well to telegraph for an escort, as, if my calculations prove to 
be correct, you may have a paiticulariy dangerous prisoner to 
convey to the county gaol. Tin boy who takes this note 
could no doubt forward your telegram. If thcie is an afternoon 
train to town, Watson, I think we should do well to take it, as 
I have a chemical analysis of some interest to finish, and this 
investigation draws rapidly to a close." 

When the youth had been dispatched with the note, Sherlock 
Holmes gave his instructions to the servants. If any visitor 
were to call asldog for Mrs. Hilton Cubitt, no information 
should be given as to her condition, but he was to be shown at 
once into the draving-room. He impressed these pcnnts upon 
them with the utmost earnestness, finally he led the way into 
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the drawing-room, with the remark that the busiDess was now 
out of our bands, and that we must while away the time as best 
we mi^t until we could see what was in store for us. The 
doctor bad departed to his patients, and only the inspector and 
myself remained. 

" I think that I can hdp you to pass an hour in an interesting 
and profitable manner>" said Holmes, drawing his chair up to 
the table, and spreading out in front oS him the various papers 
upon which were recorded the antics of the H ^nring men. " As 
to you, friend Watson, I owe you every atonement for having 
allowed you natural curiosity to remain so long unsatisfied. To 
you. Inspector, the whde intndent may appeal as a remarkable 
profeadonal study. I must tell you, first of all, the interesting 
circumstances connected with the previous consultations whidi 
Mr. Hilton Cubitt has had with me in Baker Street." He 
then shortly recajntulated the facts which have already 
been recorded. " I have here in front of me these singular 
productions, at which one might smile, had they not 
proved themselves to be the forerunners of so terrible a 
tragedy. I am fairly famihar with all forms of secret writ- 
ings, and am myself the author of a trifling monograph upon 
the subject, in which I analyse one hundred and sixty separate 
dphers, but I confess that this is entirely new to me. The 
object of those who invented the system has apparently 
been to conceal that these characters convey a message, 
and to give the idea that they are the mere random sketches 
of children. 

"Having once recognised, however, that the symbob stood 
for letters, and having applied the rules which guide us io all 
forms of secret writings, the solution was easy enough. The 
first message submitted to me was so short that it was impos- 
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ubie for me to do more than to say, with some confidence, that 
the symbol T stood for B. As you are aware, E is the moat 
comnuHt l^ter in the English alphabet, and it predominates to 
so marirad ao extent that even in a short sentence one would 
expect to find it most often. Out of fifteen symbob in the 
fiist message, four were the same, so it was reasonable to set 
this down as E. It is true that in some eases the figure was 
bearing a flag, and in some cases not, but it was probable. 
from the way in which the flags were distributed, that they 
were used to break the sentence up into words. I accepted 
tills as a hypothesis, and noted that E was represented by T 

"But now came the real difficulty of the inquiry, llie 
order of the English letters after E is by no means well mariced, 
and any preponderance which may be shown in an average 
of a printed sheet may be reversed in a sin^e short sentence. 
Speaking roughly, T, A, O. I, N, S, H, R, D, and L are the 
numerical order in which letters occur; but T, A, O, and I are 
very nearly abreast of each other, and it would be an endless 
task to try each combination until a meaning was arrived at 
I therefore waited for fresh material. In my second inter- 
view with Mr. Hilton Cubitt he was able to give me two other 
short sentences and one message, which appeared — ance 
there was no Sag — to be a single word. Here are the symbob. 
Now, in the single word I have already got the two E's coming 
second and fourth in a word of five letters. It might be 'sever,' 
or ' lever,* or ' never.' TTiere can be no queation that the latter 
as a reply to an appeal is far the most probable, and the circum- 
stances pcunted to its being a reply written by the lady. Accept- 
ing it as correct, we are now able to say that the symbols l^J "tl 
stand respetHively for N, V, and R. 

"Even now J was in ctHiaiderable difficult, but a happy 
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thought put me in possession of several other letters. It occur- 
red to me that if these appeals came, as I expected, from some- 
<me who had been inlinuite with the lady in her early Hfe, a 
combination which conbuoed two E's with three letters between 
might very well stand for the name ' ELSIE.* On examination 
I found that such a combination formed the termination of 
tiie message which was three times repeated. It was certainly 
some appeal to * Elaie.' In this way I had got my L, S, and I. 
But what appeal could it be ? There were only four letters 
ID the word which preceded ' Elsie,' and it ended in E. Surely 
the word must be 'COME.' I tried all other four letters end- 
ing in E, but could find none to fit the case. So now I was in 
pfissession of C, O, and M, and I was in a position to attack 
the first message once more, dividing it into words and putting 
dots for each symbol which was still unknown. So treated, it 
worked out in this fashion: — 

. . M . ERE , . E SL . NE. 

" Now the first letter can only be A, which is a most useful 

discovery, since it occurs no fewer than three times in this short 

sentence, and the H is also apparent in the second word. Now 

it becomes ; — 

AM HERE A . E SLANE. 
Or, filUng in the obvious vacancies in the name : — 

AM HERE ABE SLANEY. 
I bad so many letters now that I could proceed with consider- 
able confidence to the second message, which worked out in 
ttiia fashion :^ — 

A. ELRI.ES. 
"Ben I could on^ make sense by putting T and G for the mtss- 
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ing letters, and supposing that the name was that of some 
house or inn at which the writer was staying." 

Inspector Martin and I had listened with the utmost interest 
to the full and clear account of how my friend had produced 
results which had led to so complete a command over our diffi- 
culties. 

" What did yon do then, sir F " asked the inspector. 

" I had every reason to suppose that this Abe Slaney was an 
Americui, ^nce Abe b an American contraction, and since a 
letter horn America had been the starting-pcnnt of all the trou- 
ble. I had also every cause to think that there was some 
criminal secret in the matter. The lady's alluuons to her past, 
and her refusal to take her husband into her confidence, both 
pointed in that direction. I therefore cabled to my friend, 
Wilson Haigreave, of the New Yoilc Police Bureau, who has 
mtae than once made use of my knowledge ot London crime. 
I asked him whether the name of Abe Slaney was known to 
him. Here is his reply: "The moat dangerous crook in 
Chicago.' On the very evening upon which I had his answer, 
mton Cubitt sent me the last message from Slan^. Working 
with known letters, it took this form: — 

ELSIE . RE . ARE TO MEET THY GO . 
llie addition of a P and a D complied a message which showed 
me that the rascal was proceeding from persuasion to threats, 
and my knowledge of the crooks ot Chicago prepared me to 
find that he might very ra|ndly put his words into action. I at 
once came to Norfolk with my friend and colleague. Dr. Wat- 
son, but, unhappily, only in time to find that the wont had 
already occurred." 
" It is a privily to be associated with you in the handling 
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of a case," said the inspector, warmly. ** You will excuse me, 
howevep, if I speak frankly to you. You are only answerable 
to yourself, but I have to answer to my superiors. If this Abe 
£Haney, living at Elrige's, is indeed the murderer, and if he has 
made his escape while I am seated here, I should certainly get 
into serious trouble." 

" You need not be uneasy. He will not try to escape." 

" How do you know ? " 

** To fly would be a confession of guilt" 

" lien let us go to arrest him." 

** I expect him here every instant." 

** But why should he come ? " 

" Because I have written and asked him." 
' " But this is incredible, Mr. Holmes I Why shotdd he come 
because you have asked him? Would not such a request 
rather rouse his susfndons and cause him to fly ? " 

" I think I have known how to frame the letter," sud Sheriock 
Holmes. ** In fact, if I am not very much mistaken, here is 
the gentleman himself coming up the drive." 

A man wm striding up the path which ted to the door. He 
was a tall, handsome, swarthy fellow, clad in a suit of grey 
flannel, with a Panama hat, a bristling black beard, and a 
great, aggressive hooked nose, and flourishing a cane as he 
walked. He swaggered up the path as if the place belonged 
to him, and we heard his loud, confident peal at the bell. 

" I think, gentlemen," said Holmes, quietly, " that we bad 
best take up our position behind the door. Every precaution 
is necessary when dealing with such a fellow. You will need 
your handcuffs, Inspector. You can leave the talking to me." 

We waited in silence for a minute — one of those minutes 
which MM can never forget Then the door opened and the 
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man stepped in. In on instant Holmes clapped a pistol to Ids 
head, and Martin slipped the handcuffs over his wrists. It 
was all done so swiftly and deftly that the fellow was helpless 
before he knew that he was attacked. He glared from one to 
the other of us with a pair of blazing black eyes. Then he 
bunt into a bitter laugh. 

"Well, goitlemen, you have the drop on me this tune. I 
seem to have knocked up against something hard. But I 
came here in answer to a l^ter from Mrs. Hilton Cubitt Don't 
tell me that she is in this P Don't tell me that she helped to 
set a trap for me 7 " 

" Mis. Hilton Cubitt was seriously injured, and is at death's 
door," 

The man gave a hoarse cry of grief, which rang through the 
house. 

"You're crazy!" he cried, fiercdy. "It was he that was 
hurt, not she. Who would have hurt httle Elsie ? I may have 
threatened her — God forgive me! — but I would not have 
touched a hair of her pretty head. Take it back — you t Say 
that she is not hurt! " 

" She W8S found, badly wounded, by the side of her dead 
husband." 

He sank with a deep groan on to the settee, and buried lua 
face in his manacled hands. For five minutes he was silent. 
Ilien he raised his face once more, and spoke with the ccrid 
composure of despair. 

"I have nothing to hide from you, gentlemen," said he. 
" If I shot the man he had his shot at me, and there's no murder 
in that. But if you think I could have hurt that woman, then 
you don't know either me or her. I tell you, there was never 
a nun in tiiis worid loved a woman mon than I loved her. I 
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had a right to ber. She was pledged to me yean ago. Who 
was this Englishman that he should come between ua ? I tdl 
you that I bad the first right to her, and that I was only dum- 
ing my own." 

"She broke away from your influence when she found the 
man that you are," said Holmes, sternly. "She fled from 
America to avoid you, and she married sn honourable gentle- 
man in England. You dogged her and followed her and made 
her life a miseiy to her, in order to induce her to abandon the 
husband whom she loved and respected in order to fly with you, 
whom she feared and hated. You have ended by bringing 
about the death of a noble man and driving his wife to suidde. 
Hut is your record in this business, Mr. Abe Slaney, and you 
wiU answer for it to the law." 

" V Elsie dies, I care nothing what becomes of me," said the 
American. He opened one of his hands, and looked at a note 
crumpled up in his palm. "See h«e, mister," he cried, with 
a gleam of susjadon in his eyes, "you're not trying to scare me 
over this, are you P If the lady is hurt as bad as you say, who 
was it that wrote this note F " He tossed it forwards on to the 
table. 

" I wrote it, to bring you hoe." 

"You wrote it? lliere was no c«ie on earth outside the 
Joint who knew the secret of the dancing men. How came 
you to write it ? " 

"What one man can invent another can discover," said 
H(4mes. "There is a cab coming to convey you to Norwich, 
Mr. Slaney. But, meanwhile, you have time to make some 
small reparation for the injuiy you have wrought Are you 
aware that Mrs. Hilton Cubitt has hersdf lain under grave 
suspicion of the murder ot her husband, and that it was cmly 
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m^ presence here^ and the knowledge whicii I happened to 
possess, whicli has saved her from the accusstioD ? The least 
that ^u ow? her is to make it clear to the whole world that 
she was in no way, directly or indirectly, responsible for his 
tragic end." 

"I ask nothing htXba," said the American. **I guess the 
Tety best case I can make for myself is the absolute naked 
truth." 

" It is my duty to warn you that it will be used against you," 
cried the inspector, with the magnificent f ai>[^y of the British 
criminal law. 

Slaney shrugged his shoulders. 

** m chance that," said he. " First of all, I want you gentie- 
men to understand that I have known this lady unce she was 
a child. There were seven of us in a gang in Chicago, and 
Elsie's father was the boss of the Joint. He was a clever man, 
was old Patrick. It was he who invented that writing, which 
would pass as a child's scrawl unless you just happened to 
have the key to it. Well, Elsie learned some of our ways, but 
she couldn't stand the business, and she had a bit of honest 
money of her own, so she gave us all the slip and got away to 
LfHidon. She had been engaged to me, and she would have 
married me, I bdieve, if I had taken over another prtrfession, 
but she would have nothing to do with anything on the crms. 
It was only after her marriage to this Englishman that I was 
able to find out where she was. I wrote to her, but got no 
answer. After that I came over, and, as letters were no use, 
I put my messages where she could read them. 

" Well, I have been here a month now. I lived in that farm, 
where I had a room down below, and could get in and out every 
night, and no one the wiser. I tried all I could to coax Elsie 
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away. I knew that she read the meaaages, for once she wrote 
an answer under one of them. Then my temper got the better 
of me, and I b^an to threaten her. She sent me a letter then, 
imploring me to go away, and saying that it would break her 
heart if any scandal should come upon her husband. She said 
that she would come down when her husband was asleep at 
thiee in the morning, and speak with me through the end win* 
dow, if I would go away afterwards and leave her in peace. 
She came down and brought money with her, tiying to bribe 
me to ga Tliis made me mad, and I caught her arm and 
tried to pull her through the window. At that moment in 
rushed the husband witb his reTtdver in his hand. Elsie had 
sunk down upon the floor, and we were face to face. I was 
heeled also, and I held up my gun to scare him ofiF and let me 
get away. He fired and missed me. I pulled off almost at tiie 
same instant, and down he dropped. I made away across the 
garden, and as I went I heard the window shut behind me. 
Tliat's God's truth, gentlemen, every word of it; and I heard 
no more about it until that lad came riding up with a note 
which made me walk in here, like a jay, and give myself into 
your hands." 

A cab had driven up whilst the American had been talking. 
Two uniformed policemen sat inside. Inspector Martin rose 
and touched hia prisoner on the shoulder. 

" It is time for us to go." 

" Can I see her first ? " 

"No, she is not conscious. Mr. Sheriock Holmes, I only 
hope that, if ever again I have an important case, I shall have 
the good fortune to have you by my side." 

We stood at the window and watched the cab drive away. 
As I turned back, my eye caught the pellet of paper which the 
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prisfHier b»d tomed upon the table. It was the note with 

whid) Holmes had decoyed him. 

" See if you can read it, Watson," said he, with a smile. 

It contained no word, but this litUe line at dancing men: — 

" If you use the code which I hare expluned," said Hohnes, 
"yon will find that it simply means 'Come here at once.' I 
was convinced that it was an invitation whidi be would not 
tcfose, since be could never imagine that it could come from 
anytme but tbe lady. And so. my dear Wataon, we have 
ended by turning the dancing m&t to good when they have so 
(rften been tbe agents c^ evil, and I think that I have fulfilled 
my promise ot pving you something unusual for your note- 
bf>ok. Tliree-forty is our train, and I fancy we should be back 
in Baker Street for dinner. 

Only one word of epilt^e. The American, Abe Slaney, 
was condemned to death at the winter assizes at Norwich, but 
his penalty was changed to penal servitude in consideration of 
mitigating circumstances, and the certainty that Hilton Cubitt 
had fired the first shot. Of Mrs. Hilton Cubitt I only know 
that I have heard she recovered entirdy, and that she still 
remains a widow, devoting her whole life to the care of the poor 
and to the administration of her husband's estate. 
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IV 

THE ADVENTURE OF 
THE SOLITARY CYCLIST 

From the yean 1894 to 1901 incluure, Mr. ^leilock 
Holmes was b very biuy man. It ia safe to say that there was no 
public case of any difficult in which he was not consulted during 
tliose dgbt years, and there were hundreds of private cases, some 
t4 them <tf the most intricate and extraordinary character, in 
which he played a prraoinent part Many startling successes 
and a few unavoidable failures were the outcome of this long 
period of continuous woric. As I have preserved very full notes d 
all these cases, and was myself personally oigaged in many (rf 
them, it may be imagined that it is no easy task to know irfiidi I 
should select to lay before the pubHc. I shall, however, preserve 
my f orm^" rule, and give the pnteieDce to those cases which de- 
rive their interest not so mud from the brutality of the crime as 
from the ingenuity and dramatic quality of the stdution. For 
this reason I will now lay before the reader the facts connected 
with Miss Videt Smith, the solitary cyclist of Charlington, and 
the curious sequel of our investigatiim, which culminated in 
unexpected tragedy. It is true that the circumstance did not ad- 
mit of any striking illustration of those powers for which my 
finemd was famous, but there were some points about the c»se 
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which made it stand out in thoae long recorda of crime from 
which I gather the material for these litUe nanativea. 

On referring to my note-book for the year 1895, 1 find that it 
was upon Saturday, the 23rd oi April, that we first heard of Miss 
Violet Smith. Hervisit was, I remember, extremely unwelcome 
to Hcdmee, for he was immersed at the moment in a veiy ab- 
struse and comphcated problem concerning the peculiar perse- 
cution to whidi John Vincent Harden, the well-known tobacco 
miUionaiie-had been subjected. My friend, who loved above all 
things [oeciraon and concoitnition of thought, resented anything 
whidi distracted his attention from the matter in hand. And 
yet, without a harshness which was foreign to his nature, it was 
impossible to refuse to listen to the story of the young and beau- 
tiful woman, tall, graced, and queenly, who presented herself 
at Baker Street late in the evening, and implored his aBsistance 
and advice. It was vain to urge that his time was already fully 
occupied, for the young lady bad come with the determination 
to tell her stoiy, and it was evident that nothing short of force 
could get her out of the room until she had done so. With a 
Ksigned ur and a somewhat weary smile, Htdmes begged the 
beautiful intruder to take a seat, and to inform ua what it was 
that was troubling her. 

" At least it cannot be your health, " said he, as his keen 
eyes darted over her; "so ardent a bicyclist must be full 
<rf enei^." 

She glanced down in surprise at her own feet, and I observed 
Ae slight roughening of the side of the sole caused by the friction 
of the edge cf the pedal. 

"Yes, I bic]rcle a good deal, Mr. Holmes, and that has sane- 
dung to do with my visit to you to-day. " 

My friend took the lady's ungloved hand, and examined it with 
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u close an attentioa and u little aentimait u a adentut would 
ihow to a spedmen. 

" You win excuse me, I am sure. It is my bunness, " said he, 
as he dropped it. "I neariy f dl into the error at supposing that 
you were typewriting. Of course, it is obvious that it is music. 
You observe the spatulate finger-ends, Wotaon, whidi is ccan- 
moD to both professioiis P There is a spirituality about the face, 
howew" — she gently turned it towards the light — "which 
the typewriter does not generate. This lady is a musician. ** 

" Yea, Mr. Holmes, I teach music. " 

" Jn the country, I presume, from your complexion. " 

"Yes, sir, near Farnham, on the borders of Surrey." 

" A beautiful neighbouriiood, and full at the most interesting 
aasDciatUHis. You remember, Watson, that it was near there that 
we took Ardiie Stamford, the forger. Now, \Csb Violet, what 
has happened to you, near Farnham, on the borders of Surrqr F " 

The young lady, with great deamess and composure, made 
the following curious statement:^ — 

** My father is dead, Mr. Hohnes. He was James Smith, who 
conducted the orchestra at tlie old Imperial Theatre. My 
mother and I were left without a rdation in the worid except one 
tmde, Ralph Smith, who went to Africa twaity-Sve years ago, 
and we have ne^er had a wcad from him since. When father 
died, we were left very poor, but one day we were tdd that there 
was an advertisement in the Timet, inquiring for our where- 
abouts. You can imagine how excited we were, for we thought 
that some one had left us a fortune. We went at once to the 
lawyer whose name was given in the papa*. There we met 
two gentlemen, Mr. Carrutheis and Mr. Woodley, who were 
home aa a visit from South Africa. They said that my uncle 
was a friend of theirs, that he had died some numths belore 
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in great pover^ in Jc^uuweaburg, and that he had aaked them 
with his last breath to hunt up his rdations, and see that th^ 
were in no want It seemed strange to us that Unde Ralph, 
who took no sotioe ot us whoi he was alive, should be so careful 
to look after us whoi he was dead, but Mr. Carrutheis ex- 
{dained that the reason was that my unde had just heard oi the 
death ot his brother, and so fdt responsible for our fate. " 

" Excuse me, " said Hdmes. " When was this interriew f " 

** lASt December — four mcmths ago. " 

" Pray proceed. " 

" Mr. Woodley seemed to me to be a most odious person. He 
was for ever making eyw at me — a coarse, puff^-faced, red- 
moostached young mao, with his hair jdastoed down on each 
side of bis forehead. I thm^ht that he was perfectly hatelul — 
and I was sure that Cyiil would not wish me to know sudi a 

** Oh, Cyril is his name!" said Holmes, smiling. 

The young lady blushed and laughed. 

** Yes, Mr. Htdmes, Cyril Morton, an dectrical engineer, and 
we hope to be manied at the eod of the summer. Dear me, how 
(iiij I get talking about him? What I wished to say was that Mr. 
Woodl^ was perfectly odious, but that Mr. Camithers, who was 
a mudi (dder man, was more agreeable. He was a da^, sallow, 
dean-shavra, mlent person, but he had polite manners and a 
pleasant smile. He inquired how we were left, and on finding 
that we were very poor, he suggested that I should come and teach 
music to his only daughto-, aged ten. I said that I did not like 
to leave my mother, on which he suggested that I should go home 
to her every week-«id, and he tiered me a hundred a year, 
whidi was certainly 8[daKlid pay. So it ended by my accepting, 
and I wentdown toOtiltem Gnnge, about six miles from Fam- 
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turn. Mr. CamithetB was a widower, but he hsd engaged a 
Udy houadteep^', a very respectable, elderly person, called Mrs. 
Dixon, to look after his establishment. The child was a dear, 
and ev^Tthing promised wtil. Mr. Camithera was veiy kind 
and very musical, and we had most pleasant ermings together. 
Every week-end I went home to my mother in town. 

" Tlie first flaw in my h^fnness was the arrival of the red- 
moustadied Mr. Woodley. He came for a visit of a wedc, and 
oh! it seoned three months to me. He was a dreadful person — a 
buUy to everyone dse, but to me something infinitdy worse. He 
made odious love to me, boasted of his wealth, said that if I mar- 
ried him I could have the finest diammids in Londtrn, and finally 
whm I would have nothing to do with him, he seized me in his 
arms one day after dinner — he was hideously strong — and 
swore that he would not let me go unUl I had kissed him. Mr. 
CamithetB came in and tore bim from me, on which he tunied 
upon his own host, knockiiig him down and cutting his face open. 
Ilat was the end of his visit, as you can imagine. Mr.Catruth- 
«B apc^ogized to me next day, and assured me that I should 
never be exposed to such an insult agun. I have not seui Mr. 
Woodley since. 

"And now, Mr. Holmes, I come at last to the special thing 
which has caused me to ask your advice to-day. You must know 
Hut every Saturday fcnenoon I ride on my bicycle to Famham 
Station, m order to getthe 12.92 to Town. The road from Chil- 
tern Grange is a loudy one, and at one spot it is particulariy so, 
for it Ues for over a mile between Chariington Heath upon one 
side and the woods which lie round Chariington Hall upon the 
other. You could not find a more lonely tract of road anywhere, 
and it b quite rare to meet so much as a cart, or a peasant, until 
you reach the high road near Crodtsbury Hill. Two wedca ago 
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I was pasaiiig thia place, ^dien I chanced to look back over mj 
shoulder, and about two hundred yaids behind me I saw a nun, 
also on a bicyde. He seemed to be a middle-aged man, with a 
short, daik beard. I looked back before I reached Famiuun, 
but the mao was gone, so I thought no more about it But joa 
can imagine how surprised I was, Mr. Hoknes, when, on my 
return on the Monday, I saw the same man on the same stretch 
of road. My astonishment was increased when the incident 
occurred again, exactly as before, on the following Saturday and 
Monday. He always kept his distance and did not molest me in 
any way, but still it certainly was very odd. I mentioned it to 
Mr. Carruthers, who seemed interested in what I said, and told 
me that he had ordered a hoise and trap, so that in future I 
should not pass over these lonely roads without some companion. 
" The horse and trap were to have come this week, but for 
some reason they were not delivered, and again I had to cycle to 
the station. That was this morning. You can think that I 
looked out when I came to Charlington Heath, and there, sure 
enough, was the man, exactly as he had be^i the two weeks be- 
fore. He always kept so far from me that I could not clearly 
see his face, but it was certainly someone whom I did not know. 
He was dressed in a darit suit with a cloth cap. lite only 
thing about his face that I could cleariy see was his dark beard. 
To-day I was not alarmed, but I was filled with curiosity, and I 
determined to find out who he was and what he wanted. I 
slowed down my machine, but he slowed down his. Then I 
stopped alti^ether, but he stopped also. Then I laid a trap for 
him. There is a sharp turning of the road, and I pedalled very 
quickly round this, and then I stopped and wiuted. I expected 
him to shoot round and pass me before he could stop. But he - 
never appeared. Then I went back and looked round the 
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comer. I could see a mile <^ road, but lie was not on it. To 
make it the more estraordinaiy, there was no side road at this 
point down which he could have gone. " 

Holmes chuckled and nibbed his hands. "Tlus case cer> 
tainly presents some features of its own, " said he. " How much 
time elapsed between your tmniiig the comer and your discov- 
ery that the road was dear ? " 

"Two or three minutes. " 

"IlieD he could not have retreated down the road, and you 
say that there are no side toads ? " 

" None. " 

"Then he certainly took a footpath on one side or the 
other." 

** It could not have beoi on the side <rf the heath, or I should 
have seen him. " 

" So, by the piocess of «Eduri<Hi, we arrive at the fact that be 
made his way toward Charlington EUl, which, as I understaDd, 
is situated in its own grounds on one dde of ihe road. Anytluiig 
else?" 

" Nothing, Mr. Holmes, save that I was so perplexed that I 
felt I should not be happy until I had seen y^ and had your 
advice." 

Holmes sat in silence for some little time. 

"Where is the gentleman to whom you are engaged?" he 
asked at last 

** He is in the Midland Electrical Company, at Coventiy. * 

" He would not pay you a surprise visit P " 

"Ob, Mr. Holmes! As if I should not know himl" 

"Have you had any other admirers P"- 

" Several before I knew CyriL " 

"And since P " 
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" There was this dreadful mail, Woodley, if you can call him 
BQ admirer. " 

" No one else ? " 

Our fair client seemed a little confused. 

" Who was he P " asked H<^ea. 

" Oh, it may be a mere fancy of mine ; but it had seemed to me 
somrtimes that my emj^oyer, Mr. CamiUieTs, takes a great deal 
df interest in me. We are thrown rather together. I [day his 
acoompanimenta in the evening. He has never sud anything. 
He ia a perfect gentlemui. But a giri always knows. " 

"Ha!" H<^es lodted grave. "What does be do tot » 
living?" 

" He is a rich man. " 

** No carriages or horses P " 

" Well, at least he is fairly well-to-do. But he goes into the 
city two or three times a week. He is deeply interested in South 
African gdd shares. " 

" You will let me know any fresh develt^ment, Miss Smith. I 
am veiy busy just now, but I will find time to make some inqui- 
ries into your case. In the meantime, take no step without let- 
ing me know. Good-bye, and I trust that we shall have nothing 
but good news from you. " 

" It is part of the settled order of Nature that such a ffil should 
have followerB, " said Holmes, as he pulled at his meditative 
pipe, " but for choice not on bicydes in lonely country roads. 
Some secretive lover, beyond all doubt. But there are curious 
and suggestive details about the case, Watson. " 

"That he should appear only at that point P " 

" Exactly. Our first effort must be to find who are the tenants 
of CharlingtoD Hall. Then, again, how about the cc»inecti<Hi 
between Camitheis and Woodley, sinoe they appear to be men 
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ot such a different type ? How came Aej baOi to be so keen 
upon lookiiig up Ralph Smith's relations P One more pcHOt. 
What sort of a minage is it which pays double the market price 
for a governess, but does not keep a horse, alUiough six miles 
frmn the station ? Odd, Watson — veiy odd!" 

* You will go down ? " 

" No, my dear fellow, you wiU go down. This may be some 
trifling intrigue, and I cannot break my other important research 
for the sake ot it. On Monday you will arrive eatly at Famham ; 
you will conceal yourself near Cbariington Heath; you will ob- 
sore these facta for yourself, and act as your own judgment ad- 
vises. Thai, having inquired as to Ae occupants of the Hall, 
you will come back to me and report And now, Watson, 
not another word of the matter until we have a few solid 
stepiang-stones tm which we may hc^ to get across to our 
solution. " 

We had ascertained from the lady that she went down upimthe 
MfHiday by the train which leaves Waterloo at 9.00, so I started - 
early and caught the 9.13. At Famham Station I had no diffi- 
culty in being directed to Charlington Heath. It was impossible 
to mistake the scene <^ the young lady's adveoture, for the road 
nins between the open heath <m one side and an old yew hedge 
upon the other, surrounding a park which is studded with mag- 
nificent trees. There was a main gateway of lichen-studded 
stone, each dde fallar surmounted by mouldering heraldic em- 
blems, but besides this central carriage drive I observed several 
points where there were gaps in the hedge, and paths leading 
tiirough them. The house was invisible from the load, but the 
surroundings all spoke of gloom and decay. 

Ilie heath was covered with golden patches of flowering gorse, 
Reaming magnificently in the light of the bright spring sunshine. 
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Behind one of these clumps I took up mj position, so as to com- 
mand both the gateway of the Hall and a long stretch of the road 
upon cither side. It had been deserted when I left it, but now I 
saw a cyclist riding down it from the opposite direction to that 
in which I had come. He was clad in a dark suit, and I saw that 
he had a black beard. On reaching the end of tlie Chariington 
grounds, he sprang from his machine and led it through a gap in 
the hedge, disappearing from my view. 

A quaita of as hour passed, and then a second cyclist ap- 
peared, llus time it was the young lady coming from tiie sta- 
tirai. I saw her look about her as she came to the Chariington 
hedge. An instant later the man emerged from his hiding-place, 
8i»ang upon his cycle, and followed her. In all the broad land- 
scape those were the only moving figures, the graceful giri sitting 
very straight upon her machine, and the man behind her bend- 
ing tow over his handle-bar with a curiously fmtive suggestion in 
every movement. She looked back at him and slowed her pace. 
He slowed also. She stopped. He at once stopped, too, keep- 
ing two hundred yards behind her. Her next movemoat was as 
unexpected as it was spirited. She suddody whisked her wheds 
round and dashed straight at him. He was as quidE as she, how- 
ever, and darted off in desperate flight. Presently she came badlE 
up the road again, her head haughtily in the air, not deigning to 
take any further notice of her silent attendant. He had turned 
also, and still k^t his distance until the curve of the road hid 
them from my sight. 

I remained in my hiding-place, and it was well that I did ao, 
tor presendy the man reappeared, cycling slowly back. He 
turned in at tiie Hall gates, and dismounted from his machine. 
For BCMne minutes I could see him standing among the trees. His 
hands were raised, and be seemed to be setUing his necktie. Tha» 
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he mounted hia cyds, and rode away from me down the drive 
towards the hall. I ran across the heath and peered through the 
trees. Far away I could catch glimpses c^ the dd grey building 
with its bristling Tudor chimneys, but the drive ntn through a 
dense shrubbery, and I saw no more of my man. 

However, it seemed to me that I had done a fairiy good morn- 
ing's work, and I walked back in high sjurits to Famham. The 
local bouse agemt could tell me nothing about Charlington Hall, 
and referred me to a well-known firm in Fall Mall. Hiere I 
halted <» my way home, and met with courtesy from the repre- 
sentatiTe. No, I could not have Chariington Hall for the sum- 
mer. I was just too late. It had been let about a month ago. 
Mr. Williamson was tiie name <^ the tenant. He was a respect- 
able, elderly gentleman. The polite agent was afraid he could 
say no more, as the affairs of his dients were not matters which 
he could discuss. 

Mr. Sherl6dt Hdmes listened with attention to the long report 
which I was able to present to him that evening, but it did not 
elicit that word of curt praise which I had hoped for, and should 
have valued. On the contraiy, his austere face was even more 
severe than usual as he commented upon the things that I had 
done and the things that I had not. 

" Your hiding-place, my dear Watson, was very faulty. You 
should have been behind the hedge, then you would have had 
a close view of this interesting person. As it is, you were some 
hundreds of yards away, and can tell me even less than Miss 
Smith. She thinks she does not know the man; I am convinced 
ahe does. Why, otherwise, should he be so desperately anxious 
that she should not get so near him as to see his features P You 
describe him as bending over the handle-bar. Concealment 
again, you see. You really have done remarkably badly. He 
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returns to the house, and you want to find out who he is. You 

oome to a London house-agent ! " 

" What should I have done ? " I cried, with some heat. 

"Gone to the nearest public-house. That is the coitre ot 
country gossip. They would have told you eveiy name, from 
tlie master to the scullery-maid. Williamson ? It conveys notii- 
ing to my mind. If he is an elderly man he is not this active 
cyclist, who sprints away from that young lady's athletic pursuit. 
What have we gained by your expedition P The knowledge that 
the girl's stoij is true. I never doubted it. That there is a con- 
nection betwe«i the cyclist and the Hall. I never doubted that 
either. That the Hall is tenanted by WiUianuon. Who's the 
better for that P Well, well, my dear rir, don't look so depressed. 
We cfui do little more until next Saturday, and in the meantime 
I may make one or two inquiries myself. " 

Next morning, we had a note from Miss Smith, recounting 
shortly and accurately the very incidents which I had seen, but 
the i»th of the letter lay in the postscript: — 

" I am sure ihaX you wiU respect my confidence, Mr. Ib^es, 
wiien I tell you that my place here has become diflBcult, 
owing to the fact that my employer has proposed marriage 
to me. I am convinced that his feelings are most deep and 
most himourable. At the same time, my promise b of course 
given. He took my r^sal very seriously, but also very 
gently. You can understand, however, that the situation is 
a little strained." 

** Our young friend seems to be getting into deep waters, " 
said Holmes, thoughtfully, as he finished the letter. " The case 
certainly presents more features ot interest and more possibility 
of development than I had originally thought. I should be none 
the worse for a quiet, peaceful day in the countiy, and I am in- 
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dined to ran down this sftemooD and test one or two theories 
which I have formed. " 

Hohnes' quiet day in the countiy had a sngular terminatioQ, 
tor he arriTed at Baker Stred: late in the evemog, with a cut lip 
and a discoloured lump upon his forehead, besides a general air 
<rf dissipatitm which would have made his own person the fitting 
object of a Scotland Yard investigation. He was immensely 
tickled by his own adventures, and laughed heartily as he re- 
counted them. 

" I get so little active exercise that it is always a treat, " said he. 
" You are aware that I have some proficiency in the good dd 
Britiah sport of boxing. Occasionally, it is c^ service; to-day, 
for example, I should have come to very ignominious grief with- 
out it. " 

I b^ged him to tell me what had occurred. 

" I found that couotty pub which I had already recommended 
to your notice, and there I made my discreet inquiries. I was in 
the bar, and a garrulous landlord was giving me all that I 
wanted. WiUiamson is a white-bearded man, and he Uves 
■lone with a small staff of servants at the Hall. There is some 
rumour that be is or has been a clet^^yman, but one or two inci- 
dents <rf hk short residence at the Hall struck me as pecuUarly un- 
ecdesiastica]. I have already made some inquiries at a clerical 
ageaxy, and they tdl me that there vxu a man of that name in 
orders, whose career has been a singulariy dark one. The land- 
lord further informed me that there are usually week-end visi- 
toa — ' a warm lot, sir ' — at the Hall, and especially one gentle- 
mui with a red moustache, Mr. Woodley by name, who was al- 
ways there. We had got as far as this, when who should walk in 
but the gentleman himself, who had been driokiiig his beer in 
the ti^ioom and had heard the whole conversation. Who was 
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I F What did I want P What did I mean by asking queslicKU ? 
He had a fine flow of language, and his adjectives were voy vig- 
orous. He ended a string of abuse by a vicious back-haader, 
which I failed to entirely avoid. Ilie next few minutes were 
delicious. It was a straight left against a slogging ruffian. I 
emerged as you see me. Mr. Woodley went home in a cart So 
ended my country trip, and it must be confessed that, however 
enjoyable, my day od the Surrey border has not been much more 
pn^table thao your own. " 

The Thunday brouf^t us another letta from our dleoL 

" You wiU not be surprised, Mr. Holmes, " said she, "to hear 
that I am leaving Mr. Camithera* employment. Even the hi^ 
pay cannot reconcile me to the discomforts of my situation. On 
Saturday I come up to town, and I do not intend to return. Mr. 
Canutbers has got a trap, and so tiie dangers of the londy road, 
if there ever were any dangers, are now over. 

" As to the special cause of my leaving, it is not merely the 
stnuned situaticm with Mr. Camithers, but it is the reappearance 
of that odious man, Mr. Woodley. He was always hideous, but 
he looks more awful than ever now, for he appears to have had 
ao accident, and he is much disfigured. I saw him out of the win- 
dow, but I am glad to say I did not meet him. He hod a long 
talk with Mr. Camitheis, who seemed much excited afterwards. 
Woodley must be staying in the naghbourhood, for he did not 
sleep here, and yet I caught a glimpse of him again this morning, 
slinking about in the shrubbery. I would sooner have a savage 
wild animal loosc about the place. I loathe and fear him more 
than I can say. How can Mr. Camithers endure such a crea- 
ture for a mcnnent P However, all my troubles will be over on 
Saturday." 

"So I trust, Watson, so I trust," said Holmes, gravely. 
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** Tliere u some deep intrigue going on round that litUe womflu, 
and it is our du^ to see that no one molests her upon that lost 
journey. I think, Watson, that we must spore time to nm down 
together on Saturday morning, and moke sure tliat this curious 
and inclusive investigation has no untoward ending. " 

I confess that I had not up to now taken a very serious view of 
the case, which had seemed to me rather grotesque and bizarre 
than dangerous. Hiat a man should lie in wut for and fdlow 
a very handsome woman is no unheard-of thing, and if he baa so 
Uttle audacity that he not only dared not address her, but even 
fled From ber approach, he was not a very formidable assailant. 
The ruffian Woodlcy was a very different person, but, except on 
one occasion, he had not molested our client, and now he visited 
the house of Carrutheni without intruding upon her presence. 
Tbe man on the bicycle was doubtless a member of those week- 
aid parties at the Hall of which the publican had spoken, but 
who he was, or what he wanted, was as obscure as ever. It was 
theseverityof Holmes' manner, and the fact that he slipped a 
revolver into his pocket, before leaving our rooms which im- 
pressed me with the feeling that tragedy might prove to lurk 
behind this curious train of events. 

A rainy night had been foUowed by a glorious morning, and 
the heath-covered country-side, with the glowing clumps of 
flowering gorse, seemed all the more beautiful to eyes which were 
weary of the duns and drabs and slate^reys of London. Holmes 
and I walked along the broad, sandy road inhaHng the fresh 
morning air, and rejoicing in the music of the birds and the 
fresh breath of the spring. From a rise of the road on the shoul- 
der of Crooksbuiy Hill, we could see the grim Hall bristling out 
from amidst the ancient oaks, which, old as they were, were stiU 
younger than the building which they surrounded. Holmes 
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pointed down the long tract of road which wound, a reddish 
yellow band, between the brown of the heath and the budding 
green ot the woods. Far away, a black dot, we could aee a ve- 
hicle moving in our direction. Holmes gave an exclamation of 
impatience. 

" I have given a niaq;in of half an hour, " said he. " If that 
is her trap, she must be nuking for the earlier train. I feu, 
Watson, that she will be past Charlington before we can pos- 
sibly meet her. " 

From the instant that we passed the rise, we could no limger 
see the vehicle, but we hastened onwards at such a pace that my 
sedentaiy life began to tdl upon me, and I was compiled to fall 
bdiind. Holmes, however, was always in truning, for be had 
inexhaustible stores of nervous energy upon which to draw. 
ICs spnngy step never slowed until suddenly, when he was a 
hundred yards in front of me, he halted, and I saw him throw 
up his hand with a gesture of grief and dcspur. At the same 
instant an empfy dog-cart, the horse cantering, the rcans trail- 
ing, appeared round the curve of the road and rattled swifUy 
towards us. 

" Too late, Watson, too late I " cried Holmes, as I ran pant- 
ing to his side. " Fool that I was, not to allow for that eariier 
train! It's abduction, Watson — abductitmt Murder! Heaven 
knows what! Block the road! Stop the horse! That's ri^^t. 
Now, jump in, and let us see if I can repair the consequences of 
my own blunder. " 

We had sprung into the dog-cart, and Holmes, after turning 
the horse, gave it a sharp cut with the whip, and we flew back 
along the road. As we turned the curve, the whole stretch of 
road between the HaU and the heath was opened up. Ignaped 
Hdmcs' arm. 
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*"nuf s the man 1 " I gasped. 

A solitary cyclist was coming towards us. His head was 
down and his shoulders rounded, as be put every ounce of 
energy that he possessed <hi to the pedals. He was flying like 
a racer. Suddenly he rused his bearded face, saw us close to 
him. and pulled up, springing from his machine. That coal- 
black beard was in singular contrast to the pallor of his face, 
and his eyes were as bright as if he had a fever. He stared at 
us and at the d<^-cart. Then a lode of amazement came over 
bis face. 

"Halloa! Stop there!" be shouted, holding his bicycle to 
block our road. " Where did you get that dog-cart ? Pull up, 
man! he yelled, drawing a pistol from bis side pocket. " Pull 
up, I say, or, by George, 111 put a bullet into your hotse. ** 

Holmes threw the reins into my lap, and sprang down from 
the cart 

"You're the man we want to see. Where ia Miss Violet 
Smith P ** he said, in his quick, clear- way. 

" That's what I'm asking you. You're in her dog-cart. You 
ought to know where she is. " 

** We met the dog-cart on the road. There was no one in it. 
We drove back to help the young lady. " 

"Good Lord! Good Lord! what shall I do?" died the 
stranger, in an ecstasy of despair. " They've got her, that hell- 
hound Woodley and the blackguard parson. Come, man, 
ctnne, if you really are her friend. Stand by me and well save 
ber, if I have to leave my carcase in Chariingtfm Wood. " 

He tan distractedly, his pistol in his band, towards a gap in 
the hedge. Holmes followed him, and I, leaving the horse 
graaing beside the road, followed Holmes. 

"This is where they came through, " said be, pointing to the 
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marks <rf several feet upon the muddy path. " Halloa ! Stop a 

minntel Who's this in the bush?" 

It was a young fellow about seventeen, dressed like an ostln, 
with leather cords and gaiters. He lay upon his backt his 
knees drawn up, a terrible cut upon his head. He was in- 
sensible, but alive. A glance at his wound told me that it had 
not penetrated the bone. 

" That's Peter, the groom, " cried the stranger. " He drove 
her. The beasts have pulled him off and clubbed him. Let 
him lie; we can't do him any good, but we may save her from 
the worst fate that can befall a woman. " 

We ran frantically down the path, which wound among the 
trees. We had reached the shrubbery which surrounded the 
house when Holmes pulled up. 

"They didn't go to the house. Here are their marks on the 
left — here, beside the laurel bushes. Ah 1 1 said so. " 

As he spoke, a woman's shrill scream — a scream which 
vibrated with a. fenzy of horror — burst from the thick, green 
clump of bushes in front of us. It ended suddenly on its 
highest note with a choke and a guigle. 

"This way! This way! They are in the bowling-alley, " cried 
the stranger, darting through the bushes. " Ah, the cowardly 
dogs! Follow me, gentlemen! Too late! too late! by the living 
Jingo!" 

We had broken suddenly into a lovely glade of greensward 
surrounded by andent trees. On the farther side of it, under 
the shadow of a mighty oak, there stood a singular group of 
three people. One was a womui, our client, drooping and 
faint, a handkerchief round her mouth. Opposite her stood 
a brutal, heavy-faced, red-moustached young man, bis gaitered 
legs pazted wide, one arm akimbo, the other waving a riding- 
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crop, hia whole attitude su^estive of triumphant bravado. - Be- 
tween them an elderiy, gtey-beaided man, wearing a short sur- 
plice over a light tweed suit, had evidently just completed the 
wedding service, for he pocketed his prayer-book as we ap- 
peared, and slapped the sinister bridegrocMn upon the back in 
jovial congratulation. 

"They're married 1" I gasped. 

"Come on!" cried our guide; "come onl" He rushed 
across the glade. Holmes and I at his beds. At we approached, 
Hm lady staggered against the trunk of the tree for support. 
Williamson, the ez-clergyman, bowed to us with mock poUte- 
ness, and the bully, Woodley, advuiced with a shout of brutal 
and exultant laughter. 

" You Cfui take your beard off. Bob, " said he. " I know you, 
ri^t eoough. Well, you and your pals have just come in time 
for me to be aUe to introduce you to Mrs. Woodley. " 

Our guide's aoswer was a singular one. He snatched off 
the dark beard which had disguised him aod threw it od the 
ground, disclosing a long, sallow, clean-shaven face below it. 
Then he nused hia revolver and covered the young ruffian, who 
was advandng upon him with his dangerous riding-crop 
swinging in his hand. 

" Yea, " said our ally, " I am Bob Camithera, and I'll see this 
womtm righted, if I have to swing for it. I told you what I'd do 
if you molested her, and, by the Lord! I'll be as good as my 
word." 

" You're too late, ^e's my wife. " 

" No, she's your widow. " 

His revolver cracked, and I saw the blood spurt from the 
front of Woodley*8 waistcoat Be spun round with a scream 
and fell upon bis back, his hideous red face turning suddenly to 
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a dreadful mottled pallor. The old man, still clad in his sur- 
plice, burst into such a string of foul oaths as I have never heard, 
and pulled out a revolver of his own, but, before he could raise 
it, he was looking down the barrel of Holmes' weapon. 

** Eoongh of this, sud my friend, coldly. " Drop that pistol ! 
Watson, pick it up! Hold it to his head! Thank you. You, 
Camith^s. ^ve me that revolver. We'll have no more vio- 
lence. Come, hand it over!" 

" Who are you, then ? " 

" My name is Sherlock Holmes. " 

"Good Lord!" 

" You have heard of me, I see. I will represent the official 
poUce until their arrival. Here, you t" he shouted to a fright- 
ened groom, who had appeared at the edge of the glade. "Come 
here. Take this note, as hard as you can ride, to Famham. " 
He scribbled a few words upon a leaf from his note-bot^. " Giv| 
it to the superintendent at the police-station. Until he comes, 
I must detain you all under my personal custody. " 

The strong, masterful personaUfy of Holmes dominated the 
tragic scene, and all were equally puppets in hb hands. Wil- 
liamson and Camithers found themselves canying the wound- 
ed Woodley into the house, and I gave my arm to the light- 
ened girl. The injured man was laid on his bed, and at 
Holmes' request I examined him. I carried my report to 
where he sat in the old tf4>estry4tung dining-room with his two 
prisoners before him. 

" He will Uve, " said I. 

" What ! " cried Camithers, springing out of his chair. '* I'U 
go upstmrs and finish him first. Do you tell me that that giri, 
that angel, is to be tied to Roaring Jack Woodley for life ? " 

" You need not concern yourself about that, " said Holmes. 
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"There are two very good reasons why she should, under no 
circunistances, be his wife. In the first place, we are veiy safe 
in questioning Mr. Williamson's right to solemnize a marriage." 

" I have been ordained, " cried the old rascal. 

"And also unfrocked. " 

" Once a clergyman, always a clergyman. " 

** I think not How about the licence ? " 

** We had a licence for the marriage. I have it here in my 
pocket" 

" Then you got it by a trick. But, in any case, a forced mar- 
riage is no marriage, but it ia a very serious felony, as you will 
discover before yoii have finished. You'll have time to think 
the point out during the next ten years or so, unless I am mis- 
taken. As to you. Canuthers, you would have done better to 
keep your {Hstol in your pocket. " 

** I b^in to think so, Mr. Holmes, but when I thought of all 
the precaution I had taken to shield this girl — for I loved her, 
Mr. Holmes, and it is the only time that ever I knew what love 
was — it foirly drove me mad to think that she was in the power 
(rf the greatest brute and bully in South Africa — a man whose 
name is a holy terror from Kimberley to Johannesburg. Why, 
Mr. Holmes, you'll hardly believe it, but ever since that ^rl 
has been in my employment I never once let her go past this 
house, where I knew the rascals were lurking, without follow- 
ing her on my bicycle, just to see that she came to no harm. I 
kept my distance from her, and I wore a beard, so that she 
should not recognise me, for she is a good and high-spirited giri, 
and she wouldn't have stayed in my employment long if she 
had thought that I was following her about the country roads. " 

" Why didn't you tell her of her danger P " 

** Because, then, again, she would have left me, and I couldn't 
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bear to face that. Even if she couldn't love met >t was a great 
deal to me just to see her dainty form about the house, and to 
hear the sound of her voice. ** 

"Wdl, said I, "you call that love, Mr. Canuthers, but I 
should call it selfishness. " 

" Maybe the two things go together. Anyhow, I couldn't 
let her go. Besides, with this crowd about, it was well that she 
should have someone near to look after her. Ilien, when the 
cable came, I knew th^ were bound to make a move. " 

"What cable?" 

Cairuthers took a telegram from his pocket. 

"That's it," aaid he. 

It was short and concise: — 

"The old man is dead. " 

"Hum!" said Holmes. "I think I see how things woriced, 
and I can understand how this message would, as you say, bring 
them to a head. But while you wait, you might tell nte what 
you can. " 

"Die old reprobate with the surplice burst into a voUey ot bad 
language. 

** By Heaven ! " s^d he, if you squeal oa us. Bob Carruthera, 
I'll serve you as you served Jack Woodley. You can bleat 
about the girl to your heart's content, for that's your own affair, 
but if you round on your pals to this plain-clothes copper, it will 
be the worst day's work that ever you did. " 

" Your reverence need not be excdted, " said Holmes, lighting 
a cigarette. "The case is clear enough against you, and 
aJI I ask is a few details for my private curiosity. However, 
if there's any difficulty in your telling me, I'll do the talk- 
ing, and then you will see how far you have a chance of 
holding back your secrets. In the first place, three of you 
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came from South Africa on Qua game — you Williainson, you 
Camithers, and Woodley. " 

"lie number one, "said the old man; " I never saw ather ctf 
them until two months ago, and I have never been in Africa in 
my life, so you can put that in yoor {upe and smoke it, Mr. Busy- 
body Holmes ! " 

** What he says is true, " said Carrutheis. 

" Well, well, two of you came over. Sis reverence is our own 
home-made article. You had known Ralph Smith in South 
Africa. You had reason to believe he would not live long. You 
found out that his niece would inherit his fortune. How's that 
— di?" 

Carratfaers nodded and Williamson swore. 

** She was next of kin, no doubt, and you were aware tiiat the 
<Ad fdlow would make no will. " 

"Couldn't read or write, " said Canuthera. 

" So you came over the two of you, and hunted up the fpA. 
The idea was that one of you was to marry her, and the other 
have a share of the plunder. For some reason, Woodley was 
chosm as the husband. Why was that ? ** 

" We played cards for her on the voyage. He w<m. " 

" I see. You got the young lady into your service, and there 
Woodley was to do the courting. She Tec(^;nised the drunken 
brute that he was, and would have nothing to do with him. 
MeanwMe, your arrangement was rather upset by the fact that 
you had yourself fallen In love with the lady. You csould no 
longer bear the idea of this ruffian owning her ? " 

" No, by George, I couldn't ! " 

There was a quarrel between you. He left you in a rage, and 
b^an to make his own plans independently of you. " 

** It strikes me, 'V^hamson, there isn't very much that we can 
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tell thia gcaktlemui, " cried Camithers, with a bitter laugh. 
" Yes, we quarrelled, and he knocked me down. I am level 
with him on that, anyhow. Then I lost sight of him. That 
was when he picked up with this cast padre here. I found 
that they had set up housekeeping tt^ether at this place on the 
line that she had to pass for the station. I kept my eye on her 
after that, for I knew there was some devilry in the wind. I 
saw them from time to time, for I was anxious to know what 
they were after. Two days ago Woodley came up to my house 
with this cable, which showed that Ralph Smith was dead. He 
asked me if I would stand by the bargun. I said I would not. 
He asked me if I would marry the girl myself, and give him a 
share. I said I would willingly do so, but that she would not 
have me. He said, 'Let ua get her married first, and after a 
week or two she may see things a bit di£Ferent.' I said I would 
have nothing to do with violence. So he went off cursing, like 
the foul-mouthed blackguard that he was, and swearing that 
he would have her yet. She was leaving me this week-end, and 
I had got a trap to take her to the station, but I was so uneasy 
in my mind that I followed her on my bicycle, ^e had got a 
start, however, and before I could catch her, the mischief waa 
dtme. The first thing I knew about it was when I saw you two 
gentlemen driving back in her dc^-cart. " 

Holmes rose and tossed the end of his cigarette into the grate. 
" I have been very obtuse, Watson, " said he. " When in your 
report you said that you bad seen the cyclist as you thought ar- 
range his necktie in the sbnibbery, that alone should have tcJd 
me all. However, we may congratulate ourselves upon a curi- 
ous and, in some respects, a unique case. I perceive three of the 
coun^ constabulary in the drive, and I am glad to see that the 
Uttle ostler is able to keep pace with them, so it b likely that 
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neither he Dor the ioterestiiig bridegroom will be permaneDtly 
damaged by their moming's adventures. I think, Watson, that 
in your medical capadt^, you might wait upon Miss Smith and 
tell her that if she a sufficiently recovered, we shall be happy to 
escort her to her mother's home. If she is not quite convales- 
cent, you will find that a hint that we were about to telegraph to 
a young electridan in the Midlands would probably complete 
the cure. As to you, Mr. Camithers, I think that you have 
done what you could to make amends for your share in an evil 
plot. There is my card, sir, and if my evidcaice can be oS help 
to you in your trial, it shall be at your disposal. " 

In the whiri of our incessant activity, it has often been diffi- 
cult for me. as the reader has probably observed, to round o£F 
my narrativea, and to give those final details which the curious 
might expect. Each case has been the prelude to another, and 
the crisis once over the actors have passed for ever out of our 
busy lives. I find, however, a short note at the end of my manu- 
script dealing with this case, in which I have put it upon rec- 
ord that Miss Violet Smith did indeed inherit a lai^ fortune, 
and that she is now the wife of Cyril Morton, the senior partner 
of Morton & Kennedy, the famous Westminster electricians. 
Vmiianison and Woodley were both tried for abduction and 
assault, the former getting seven years and the latter ten. Of 
the fate of Camithers, I have no record, but I am sure that his 
assault was not viewed very gravely by the court, since Woodley 
had the reputation of being a most dangerous ruffian, and I 
think that a few months were sufficient to satisfy die demands ot 
justice. 
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THE PRIORY SCHOOL 

W E have had some dramatic eatrances and exits upon our 
small stage at Baker Street, but I cannot recollect any- 
thing more sudden and startling than the first appearance of 
Dr. Thomeyeroft Huxtable, M-A., Ri.D.. etc. His card, 
which seemed too small to carry the weight of bis academic 
distinctions, preceded him by a few seconds, and then he entered 
himself — so large, so pompous, and so dignified that he was 
the very embodiment of self-possession and sohdity. And yet 
his first action, when the door had closed behind him,'was to 
stagger against the table, whence he shpped down upon the 
floor, and there was that majestic figure prostrate and inaen- 
sible upon oui bearskin hearthrug. 

We had sprung to our feet, and for a few momenta we stared 
in silent amazement at this ponderous piece of wredkage, 
which told of some sudden and fatal storm far out on the ocean 
<rf life. Then Holmes hurried with a cushion for his head, and 
I with brandy for his lips. The heavy, white face was seamed 
with fines of trouble, the han^ng pouches under the closed 
eyes were leaden in colour, the loose mouth drooped dolorously 
at the comers, the rolling china were unshaven. Collar and 
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shirt bore the ^me of a long journey, and the hair bristled 
unkempt from the well-shaped head. It was a aorely stricken 
man who lay before us. 

" What is it, Watson P " asked Holmes. 

" Absolute exhaustion — possibly mere hunger and fatigue," 
said I, with my finger on the thready pulse, where the stream 
of life trickled thin and small. 

"Return ticket from Mackleton, in the North of En^and," 
said Holmes, drawing it from the watch-pocket. "It is not 
twelve o'dock yet. He has certainly been an early starter." 

The puckered eyelids had b^un to quiver, and now 
a pair of vacant, grey eyes looked up at us. An instant 
later the man had scrambled on to his feet, his face crimson 
with shame. 

"For^ve this weakness, Mr. Holmes, I have been a little 
overwrought. Thank you, if I might have a glass of milk and 
a biscuit, I have no doubt that I should be betto-. I came per- 
sonally, Mr. Holmes, in order to insure that you would return 
with me. I feared that no telegram would convince you of the 
absolute urgency of the case." 

" When you are quite restored — " 

" I am quite well again. I cannot imagine how I came to 
be so weak. I wish you, Mr. Holmes, to come to Mackleton 
with me by the next train." 

My friend shook his head- 

"My colleague. Dr. Watson, could tell you that we are veiy 
busy at present. I am retained in this case of the Ferrers 
Documents, and the Abei^avenny murder is coming up tor 
trial. Only a very important issue could call me from London 
at present." 

"Important!" Our visitor threw up his hands. "Have 
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you heard ttothing of the abduction of the only son of ths Duke 
ot Holdemesse P " 

" What ! the late Cabinet Minister ? " 

" Exactly. We had tried to keep it out of the papers, but 
there was some rumour tn the OM>e last night. I thought it 
might have reached your ears." 

Holmes shot out his long, thin arm and picked out Volume 
" H " in his encyclopaedia of reference. 

"'Holdemesse, 6th Duke, K.G., F.C— half the alphabet! 
'Baron Beverley, Earl of Carston' — dear me, what a list! 
'Iiord Lieutenant of Hallamshire since 1900. Married Edith, 
daughter of Sir Charles Appledore, 1888. Hdr and only child. 
Lord Saltire. Owns about two hundred and fifty thousand 
acres. Minerals in Lancashire and Wales. Address: Carl- 
ton House Terrace; Holdemesse Hall, Hallamshire; Garston 
Castle, Bangor, Wales. Lord of the Admiralty, 1872; Chief 
Secretary of Slate for — ' Well, well, this man is certainly 
<«e of the greatest subjects of the Crown ! " 

"The greatest and perhaps the wealthiest. I am aware, 
Mr. Holmes, that you take a very high line in professional mat- 
ters, and that you are prepared to woric for the work's sake. 
I may tell you, however, that his Grace has already intimated 
that a cheque for five thousand pounds will be handed over to 
the person who can tell him where his son is, and anotiier thou- 
sand to him who can name the man or men who have taken 

"It is a princely offer," said Holmes. "Watson, I think 
that we shaU accompany Dr. Huztable back to the North lA 
England. And now, Dr. Huxtable, when you have ctHisumed 
that milk, you wiU kindly tell me what has happened, when it 
happened, how it happened, and. finaUy, what Dr. Thomey- 
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crcA Huxtable, d the Prioiy School, near Mackleton, baa to 
do with the nutter, and why he cwmes three days after an 
event — &e state of your chin gives the date — to ask for my 
humble services." 

Our vintor had consumed his milk and biscints. The Hght 
had come back to his ^es and the colour to his cheeks, as he set 
himself with great vigour and lucidity to explain the situation. 

" I must inform you, gentlemen, that the Priory is a prepar- 
atory school, of which I am the founder and principal. ' Hux- 
table's ^delights on Horace* may possibly recall my name to 
your memories. The Priory is, without exception, the best 
and most select preparatory schot^ in England. Lord Lever- 
stoke, the Eari <^ Blackwater, Sir Cathcart Soames — they all 
have intrusted their sons to me. But I felt that my school 
had reached its zenith when, three weeks ago, the Duke of 
Holdemesae sent Mr. James Wilder, his secrdary, with the 
intimation that young Lord Saltire, ten yean old, his only son 
and heir, was ^MUt to be committed to my chai^. Little did 
I think that this would be the prelude to the most crushing 
misfortune of my life. 

" On May 1st the boy arrived, that being the beginning trf the 
summer term. He was a charming youth, and he soon feQ 
into our ways. I may tell you — I trust that I am not indis- 
creet, but half-confidences are absurd in such a case — that 
he was not entirely happy at home. It is an open secret that 
the Duke's married life had not been a peaceful one, and the 
matter had ended in a separation by mutual consent, the 
Duchess taking up her residence in the South of France. This 
had occuijed very shortly before, and the boy's empathies are 
known to have been strongly with his mother. He moped 
after her departure frcna Hotdemesse Hall, and it was for this 
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leason that the Duke desired to send him to my establuhment. 
In a fortnight the boy was quite at home with us, and was 
apparently absolutely happy. 

" He was last seen on the night of May 13th — that is, the 
night of last Mfmday. His room was on the second floor, and 
was approached through another laiger room, in which two 
b(^ were slee^Hng. 'These boys saw and heard nothing, so 
that it is certain that young Saltire did not pass out that way. 
W» window was open, and there is a stout ivy plant leading to 
the ground. We could trace no footmarks below, but it ijs sure 
tiiot this is the only possible exit. 

"Ss absence was discovered at seven o'clock on Tuesday 
morning. His bed had been slept in. He had dressed him- 
sdf fuUy, before going (^, in his uaual school suit of black Eton 
jacket and daric grey trousers. There were no ^gns that any- 
me had entered the room, and it is quite certain that anything 
in the nature of cries or a struggle would have been heard, 
mnoe Caunter, the elder boy in the inner room, is a very light 
deeper. 

** When Lord Saltire's disappearance was discovered, I at 
mce called a roD (rf the whole establishment — boys, masters, 
and servants. It was then that we ascertained that Lord Sal- 
tire had not been alone in his flight. Heid($;ger, the German 
master, was missing. His room was on the second floor, at the 
farther end of the building, facing the same way as Lord Sal- 
tire's. His bed had also been slept in, but he had apparently 
gone away partly dressed, since his shirt and socks were lying 
on the floor. He had undoubtedly let himself down by the 
■ ivy, for we could see the marics of his feet where he had landed 
on the lawn. His bicycle was kept in a small shed beside this 
lawn, uid it also was gone. 
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" He had been with me for two years, and came with the best 
rdeiences, but he was a silent, morose man, not very popular 
ather with masteis or boys. No trace could be found of the 
fugitives, and now, on Thursday morning, we are as ignorant as 
we were on Tuesday. Inquiry was, of course, made at once at 
Holdemesse Hall. It is only a few miles away, and we imag- 
ined that, in some sudden attack oS homesickness, he had gone 
back to his father, but nothing had been heard of him. The 
Duke is greatly agitated, and, as to me, you have seen your- 
selves the state of nervous prostration to which the suspense 
and the responsibility have reduced me. Mr. Holmes, if ever 
yon put forward your full powers, I implore you to do so now, 
for never in your life could you have a case which is more 
worthy of them." 

Sherlock Holmes had listened with the utmost intentness to 
the statement of the unhappy schoolmaster. His drawn brows 
and the deep furrow between them showed that he needed no 
exhortation to coocentrate all his attention upon a problem 
which, apart from the tremendous interests involved, must 
appeal so directly to his love ti the complex and the unusual. 
He now drew out his note-book, and jotted down one or two 
memoranda. 

"You have been veiy remiss in not coming to me sooner," 
said he, severely. " You start me on my investigation wi^ a 
vety serious handicap. It is inconceivable, for example, that 
this ivy and this lawn would have yielded nothing to an expert 
observer." 

" I am not to blame, Mr. Hohnes. His Grace was extremely 
desirous to avoid all public scandal. He was afraid of his 
family unhappiness being dragged brfcoe the worid. He has 
a deep horror of anything of the kind." 
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" But there has been some official investigatioo F " 

" Yea, sir, imd it has proved most disappointing. An appar- 
ent due was at once obtained, since a boy and a young man 
were reported to have been seen leaving a neighbouring station 
by an early train. Only last night we had news that the couple 
had been hunted down in Liverpool, and they prove to have no 
coDnection whatever with the matter in hand. Then it was 
that in my despair and disappointment, after a sleepless night, 
I came straight to you by the early train." 

"I suppoM the local investigation was relaxed while this 
false due was being followed up P " 

" It was entirdy dropped." 

" So that three days have been wasted. The affair has been 
most deplorably handled." 

" I feel it, and admit it." 

" And yet the problem should be capable of ultimate solu- 
tion. I shall be very happy to look into it. Have you been 
able to trace any connection between the miaaing boy and this 
German master?" 

" None at all." 

"Was he in the master's dass?" 

" No, he never exchanged a word wi^ him, so far as I know." 

" That is certainly very singular. Had the boy a bii^de P " 

"No." 

" Was any other bicycle missing ? ** 

**No." 

"Is that certain P" 

"Quite." 

" Well, now, you do not mean to seriously suggest that this 
German rode off upcm a bicyde in the dead of the night, bearing 
the boy in his arms ? " 
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" CerUunly not" 

" Then what is the theory in your mind ? ** 

"The bicycle may have been a blind. It may have been 
hidden somewhere, and the pur gone off on foot." 

" Quite 90, but it aeems rather an abmrd blindi does it not ? 
Were there other bicycles in this shed P " 

"Several." 

** Would he not have hidden a eottpU, had he desired to ^ve 
the idea that they had gone off upon them ? ** 

" I suppose he would." 

"Of course he would. The blind theory won't do. But the 
incident is an admirable starting-point for an investigation. 
After all, a bicyde is not an easy thing to conceal or to destroy. 
One other question. Did anyone call to see the boy 00 the day 
before he disappeared P " 

"No." 

" IKd he get any letters p " 

" Yes, one letter." 

** From whom P " 

" From his father." 

" Do you op^i the boys' letters?" 

"No." 

" How do you know it was from the father P" 

" The coat of arms was on the envelope, and it was addressed 
in the Duke's peculiar stiff hand. Besides, the Duke remem- 
bers having written." 

" When had he a letter before that P " 

"Not for several days." 

" Had he ever cue from France P " 

" No, never." 

"You see the point of my questions, of course. Either the 
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boy was carried off by force ot he wmt of his own free-will. 
In the latter case, you would expect that some prompting frtnn 
outside would be needed to make so young a lad do such a 
thing. If he has had do visitors, that prompting must have 
come in letters; hence I tiy to find out who were his corre- 
spondents." 

** I fear I cannot help you much. His only correspondent, so 
far as I know, was his own father." 

" Who wrote to him on the very day (rf his disappearance. 
Were the relations between father and son very friendly ? " 

" His Grace is never very friendly with anyone. He is com- 
pletdy immersed in 1a^;e pubUc questions, and is rather in- 
accessible to all ordinary emotions. But he was always kind 
to the boy in his own way." 

" But the sympathies of the latter were with the mother ? " 

"Yes." 

"IMdheBaysoP" 

"No." 

"The Duke, then?" 

" Good Heavens, not" 

"Then how could you know?" 

" I have had some confidential talks with Mr. James 'Vrader, 
his Grace's secretary. It was he who gave me the infoi^ 
laaticm about Lord Saltire's feelings." 

** I see. By the way, that last letter of the Duke'a — was it 
found in the boy's room after he was gone ? " 

" No, he had taken it with him. I think, Hr. Hdmes, it is 
time that we were leaving for Euston." 

** I will order a four-wheeler. In a quarter ot an hour, we 
shall be at your service, li you are tel^rapMng home, Mr. 
Huxtable, it would be well to allow the people in your ncigh- 



3 by Google 



ISS THE BETURM OP SHERLCKX HOUOES 

bouriuXMl to imagine that the inquiry ia still going on in Tivet- 
pool, or wherever else tbat red herring led your pack. In the 
meantiine I will do a little quiet woric at your own doors, and 
perhaps the acent is not so cold but that two old hounds like 
Wataon and myself may get a sniff of it." 

That evening found as in the cold, bracing atmosphere of the 
Peak country, in which Dr. Huxtable's famous schocJ is «tu- 
ated. It was already daik when we reached it. A card was 
lying on Uie hall table, and the butler whispered something to 
his master, who turned to us with agitation in every heavy 
feature. 

" lite Duke is here," said he. " The Duke and Mr. Wildtt' 
are in the study. Come, gentlemen, and I will introduce 
you." 

I was, of course, familiar with the [nctures of the famous 
statesman, but the man himself was very different from his 
representation. He was a tall and stately person, scrupuloualy 
dressed, with a drawn, thin face, and a nose which was gio- 
teaquely curved and long. His complexion was of a dead 
pallor, which was more startling by contrast with a \<xag, 
dwindling beard of vivid red, which flowed down over his white 
waistcoat, with his watch-chun gleaming through its fringe. 
Such was the stately presence who looked stonily at us from the 
centre of Dr. Huxtable's hearthrug. Beside him stood a very 
young man, whom I understood to be Wilder, the private 
secretary. He was small, nervous, alert, with intelligent, light- 
blue ^es and mobile features. It was he who at once, in an 
incisive and positive tone, opened the conversation. 

" I called this morning. Dr. Huxtable, too late to prevent 
you from starting for Zxt&doB. I learned that your object 
was to invite Mr. Sherlock Holmes to undertake the conduct 
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of this case. His Grace is surprised. Dr. Huztable, that you 
should have taken such a step without consulting him." 

" When I learned that the police had failed — " 

" His Grace is by no means convinced that the police have 
failed." 

" But surely, Mr. Wilder — " 

** You are well aware. Dr. Huxtoble, that bis Grace is par- 
ticuhtriy anxious to avoid all public scandal. He prefers to 
take as few people as possible into bis confidence." 

" The matter can be easily remedied," said the brow-beaten 
doctor; "Mr. Sherlock Holmes can return to London by the 
morning train." 

"Hardly that, doctor, hardly that," said Holmes, in his 
blandest voice. " This northern air is invigorating and [feas- 
ant, so I propose to spend a few days upon your moors, 
and to occupy my mind as best I may. Whether I have 
the shdter of your roof or of the village inn is, of course, for 
you to dedde." 

I could see that the unfortunate doctor was in the last stage 
at indecision, from which he was rescued by the deep, sonorous 
voice of the red-bearded Duke, whidi boomed out like a din- 



" I agree with Mr. Wilder, Dr. Huxtable, that you would 
have done wisely to consult me. But since Mr. Holmes has 
already been taken into your confidence, it would indeed be 
absurd that we should not avail ourselves of his services. Far 
from going to the inn, Mr. Holmes, I should be pleased if you 
would come and stay with me at Holdemesse Hall." 

" I thank your Grace. For the purposes of my investigation, 
I think that it would be wiser f (» me to remain at the scene of 
the mystery." 
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"Jiut as you like, Mr. Holmes. Any information which 
Mr. Wilder or I can give you b, of coarse, at your disposal." 

" It will probably be necessary for me to see you at the Hall," 
said Holmes. " I would only ask you now, tat, whether you 
have formed any ezplauatioD in your own mind as to the mya- 
teriouB disappearance of your son ? " 

" No, air, I have not." 

"Excuse me if I allude to that which is painful to you, but 
I bav« no alternative. Do you think that the Duchess had 
anything to do with the matter P " 

The great Minister showed perceptible hesitation. 

" I do not think so," he said, at last. 

"The other most obvious cEplanatioD is that the child has 
been kidnapped for the purpose of levying ransom. You have 
not had any demand c^ the aort ? ** 

" No, sir." 

"One more question, your Grace. I understand that 
you wrote to your son upon the day when this incident 
occurred." 

" No, I wrote upon the day before." 

** Exactly. But he received it on that day ? " 

-Yea." 
■ "Was there anything in your letter which might have un- 
balanced him or induced him to take such a step ? " 

" No, ^r, certunly not." 

" Did you poat that letter yourself ? " 

He nobleman's reply was interrupted by his secretary, who 
broke in with acme heat. 

" Sis Grace is not in the habit of posting letters himself," said 
he. " This letter was lud with others upon the study table, 
and I myself put them in the post-bag." 
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" You are sure this (me was among them ? " 

"Yes, I observed it." 

" How maay letters did your Grace write that day ? " 

"Twenty or thirty. I have a large correspondence. But 
surely this b somewliat irrelevant P " 

" Not entirely," said Holmes. 

"For my own part," the Duke continued, "I have advised 
the police to turn their attention to the South of France. I 
have already s&id that I do not believe that the Duchess would 
encourage so monstrous an action, but the lad had the most 
wrong-headed opinions, and it is posnble that he may have 
fled to her, uded and abetted by this German. I think. Dr. 
Huxt^le, that we will now return to the Hall." 

I could see that there were other questions which Holmes 
would have wished to put, but the nobleman's abrupt manner 
showed that the interview was at an end. It was evident that 
to his intensely aristocratic nature this discussion of bis intimate 
family affurs with a stranger was most abhorrent, and that he 
feared lest every fresh question would throw a fiercer light into 
the discreetly shadowed comers of his ducal histoiy. 

When the nobleman and his secretary had left, my friend 
flimg himself at once with characteristic eagerness into the 
investigation. 

The boy's chamber was carefully examined, and yielded 
nothing save the absolute conviction that it was only through 
the window that he could have escaped. The German mas- 
ter's room and ^ects gave no further clue. In his case a 
trailer of ivy had ^ven way under his weight, and vre saw by 
the light of a lantern the marie on the lawn where his heels had 
come down. That one dint in the short, green grass was the 
only material witness left of this in^cplicable nocturnal flight. 
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Sheriock Holmes left the house alone, and only returned after 
eleven. He had obtained a large ordnance map of the DOgh- 
bourhood, and this he brought into my room, where he laid it 
out on the bed, and, having balanced the lamp in the middle 
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of it, he began to smoke over it, and occasionaUy to pcunt out 
objects of interest with the reeking amber of his pipe. 

"This case grows upon me, Watson," said he. "There are 
decidedly some points of interest in connection with it. In 
this eariy stage, I want you to realize those geograj^cal features 
which may have a good deal to do with our investigation. 

" Look at this map. This daik square is the {Hioiy schod. 
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I'll pot a pin in it. Now, this line is the mun road. You see 
that it nuis east and west past the school, and you see aim that 
there is no side road for a mile either way. If these two folk 
passed away by load, it was ihia road." 

"Exactly." 

" By a singular and happy chance, we are able to some extent 
to check what passed along this road during the night In ques- 
tion. At this point, where my [npe is now resting, a county 
constable was on duty from twelve to six. It is, as you perceive, 
the fiist cross-road on the east side. This man declares that 
he was not absent from his post for an instant, and he is posi- 
iive that neither boy nor man could have gone that way un- 
seen. I have spoken with tiiis policeman to-night, and he 
appears to me to be a perfectly reliable person. That blocks 
this end. We have now to deal with the other. There is an 
inn here, the Red Bull, the landlady of which was ill. She had 
sent to Mackleton for a doctor, but he did not arrive until morn- 
ing, being absent at another case. The people at the inn were 
alert all night, awuting his coming, and one or other of them 
seems to have continually had an eye upon the road. They 
declare that no one passed. If thnr evidence is good, then we 
ate fortunate enough to be able to block the west, and also to 
be able to say that the fugitives did ruit use the road at all." 

" But the bicycle ? " I objected. 

" Quite ao. We will come to the bicycle presently. To con- 
tinue our reasoning: if these people did not go by the road, 
they must have traversed the country to the north of the house 
or to the south of the house. That is certain. Let us wdgh 
the one against the other. On the south of the house is, as 
you percave, a large district of arable land, cut up into small 
fidds, with stone wtdls between them. There, I admit that a 



3 by Google 



154 ~ THE RETCBN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 

bicycle is impossible. We can dismisa the idea. We turn to 
the couDti; on the north. Here there lies a grove of trees, 
DuAsd as the * Ragged Shaw,* and on the farther side stretches 
a great rtJling moor. Lower Gill Moor, extending for ten miles 
and slofnng gradually upwards. Here, at one «de of this 
wilderness, is Holdemesse HaU ten miles by road, but only 
six across the moor. It 19 a peculiarly desolate plain. A few 
moor farmers have small holduigs, where they rear sheep and 
cattle. Except these, the plover and the cutlew are the only 
inhabitants until you oome to the Chesteifield high road. There 
is a church there, you see^ & few cottages, and an inu. Beyond 
that the hills become predpitous. Surely it is here to Ok north 
that our quest must lie." 

** But the bicycle P " I peisisted. 

"Well) wdl!" sud Holmes, impatiently. "A good c^dist 
does not need a high road. The moor is intersected with paths, 
and the moon was at the full. Halloa! what is thisP" 

There was an agitated knock at the door, and an 
instant afterwards Dr. Huxtable was in the room. In 
his hand he held a blue cridtet-cap, with a white chevron 
on the peak. 

"At last we have a clue!" he cried. "Thank Heaven! at 
last we are on the dear boy's track! It is his cap." 

" Where was it found ? " 

" In the van of the ^psies who camped on the moor. They 
left on Tuesday. To-day the police traced them down and 
examined their caravan. This was found." 

" How do they account for it ? " 

" Tliey shuffied and lied — said that they found it on the 
moor on Tuesday morning. They know where he is, the ras- 
cals ! Thank goodness, they are all safe under lock and k^. 
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Either the fear of th^ lav or the Duke's pane will certainly get 
out of them all that they &iow." 

" So far, so good," sud Holmes, when the doctor had at last 
left the room. " It at least bean out the theory that it is on 
the side of the Lower Gill Moor that we must hope for results^ 
The police have really done nothing locally, save the arrest of 
these gipsies. Look here, Watson! There is a watercourse 
across the moor. You see it marked here in the map. In 
some parts it widens into a morass. This is particularly so in 
the r^on between Holdemesse Hall and the school. It is 
Tun to look elsewhere for tracks in this dry weather, but at 
that point there is certainly a chance of some record being left 
I will caU you eariy to-morrow morning, and you and I will 
try if we can throw some little light upon the mysteiy." 

The day was just breaking when I woke to find the long, 
thin fonn of Holmes by my bedside. He was fully dressed, 
and had apparently already been out 

" I have done the lawn and the bicycle shed," said he. ** I 
have also had a ramble through the Ragged Shaw. Now, 
Watson, there is cocoa ready in the next room. I must beg you 
to hurry, for we have a great day before us." 

His eyes shone, and his cheek was flushed with the exhila' 
ration of the master woikman who sees his woik lie ready before 
him. A very different Holmes, this active, alert man, from the 
introspective and pallid dreamer of Baker Street I felt, as 
I looked upon that supple figure, alive with nervous ene^y. 
that it was indeed a strenuous day that awaited us. 

And yet it opened in the blackest disappCHntment. With 
high hopes we struck across the peaty, russet moor, intersected 
with a thousand sheep paths, until we came to the broad, light- 
green bdt which marked the morass between us and Holder- 
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nesse. Certainly, if the lad had gone homewards, he must 
have passed this, and he could not pass it without leaving his 
traces. But no sign of him or the Germsn could be seen. 
Viiih a daricening face my friend strode along the mai^n, 
eagerly observant of eveiy muddy stain upwi the mossy surface. 
Sbeep-marics there were in profusion, aod at one place, some 
miles down, cows had left their tracks. Nothing more. 

" Check number one," said Holmes, looking gloomily over 
the rolling expanse of the moor. "There is another morass 
down yonder, and a narrow neck between. Halloal halloat 
halloa 1 what have we here ? ** 

We had come on a small black ribbon of pathway. In the 
middle of it, cleariy mariced on the sodden soil, was the track 
of a bicycle. 

" Hurrah!" I cried. "We have it" 

But Holmes was shaking bis head, and his face was puzsled 
and expectant rather than joyous. 

"Abicycle, certainly, but aotthe bicycle," said he. "I am 
famiHar with forty-two different impresuons left by tyres. 
This, as you perc^ve, is a Dunlop, with a patch upon the outer 
cover. Heid^ger's tyres were Palmer's, leaving longitudinal 
stripes. Aveling, the mathematical master, was sure upon the 
point. Therefore, it is not Heide^er's track." 

'■ The boy's, then?" 

" Possibly, if we could prove a bicycle to have been in his 
possession. But this we have utterly failed to do. This track, 
as you percdve, was made by a rider who was going from the 
direction of the schod." 

- Or towards UP" 

" No, no, iny dear Watson. The more deepij sunk impres- 
moa a, of course, the hind wheel, upoq wbidi the wdght rests. 
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You percdve acTcnl places where it has passed across and 
obliterated the more shallow maA of the front one. It was 
undoubted^ heading away from the school. It may or may 
Dot be connected with our inquiiy, but we will follow it back- 
waids before we go any farther." 

We did so, and at the end of a few hundred yards lost the 
bracks as we emerged from the bo^y portion of the moor. 
Ft^owing the path backwards, we picked out another spot, 
whoe a spring trickled across it Here, once agun, was the 
mark of the bicyde, though neariy obliterated by the hoofs 
of cows. After that there was no sign, but the path ran right 
<Hi into Ragged Shaw, the wood which backed on to the school. 
From this wood the cycle must have emerged. Holmes sat 
down on a boulder, and rested his chin in his hands. I had 
smoked two dgardtes before he moved. 

"Well, well," said he, at last "It is, of course, possible 
that a running man might diange the tyre of his bicyde in order 
to leave unfamiliar tracks. A criminal ^o was capable of 
8udi a thought is a man whom I should be proud to do business 
with. We will leave this question undecided and hark back 
to our morass again, for we have left a good deal unexplored." 

We continued our systematic survey of the edge of the sod- 
den portion of the moor, and soon our perseverance was glo- 
riously rewarded. Right across the lower part of the bog lay 
a miry path. Holmes gave a cry of delight as he approached 
it An impression like a fine bundle of telegraph wires ran 
down the centre of it It was the Palmer tyre. 

" Here is Herr Hddegger, sure enough I " cried Holmes, exult- 
antly. " My reasoning seema to have been pretty sound, Wat- 
■on." 

" I coDgratnlate you." 
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" But we have a long v&y stiU to go. Kindly walk dear 
of the path. Now let iu follow the trul. I fear that it will 
not lead veiy far." 

We found, however, as we advanced that thia portion of the 
moor is intersected with soft patdies, and, though we frequently 
lost sight of the track, we always succeeded in piddng it up 
once more. 

" Do you observe," said Holmes, " that the lider is now un- 
doubtedly forcing the pace? There can be no doubt of it. 
Look at this impression, where you get both tyres clear. The 
one is as deep as the other. That can only mean that the rider 
is throwing his weight on to the handle-bar, as a man does when 
he is sprinting. By Jove ! he has had a fall." 

There was a broad, insular smudge covering some yards 
of the track. Then there were a few footmarks, and the tyre 
reappeared once more. 

"A side-slip," I suggested. 

Holmes held up a crumpled branch of flowering gorse. To 
my horror, I perceived that the yellow blossoms were all didi- 
bled with crimson. On the path, too, and among the heaths 
were dark stains of clotted blood. 

" Bad ! " said Holmes. " Bad ! Stand dear, Watson ! Not 
an unnecessary footstep! What do I read hereP He fell 
wounded — he stood up — he remounted — he proceeded. But 
there is no other track. Cattle on this aide path. He was 
surely not gored by a bull ? Impossible ! But I see no traces 
of anyone ^se. We must push on. Watson. Surely, with 
stains as well as the track to guide us, he cannot escape us now." 

Our search was not a very long one. The tracks of the tyre 
b^an to curve fantastically upon the wet and shining path. 
Suddenly, as I looked ahead, the gleam (rf metal cai^ht my eye 
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from unid the thick gone-bushes. Out of them we (bagged 
a bicyde, Pahner-^rred, one pedal bcot, and the wfade front of 
it hombly smeared and slobbered with blood. On the other 
side of the bushes, a shoe was projecting. We ran round, and 
there lay the unfortunate rider. He was a tall roan, full-beaid- 
ed, with spectacles, one glass of which had be^i knocked out. 
The cause of his death was a frightful blow upon the head, 
which had crushed in part of his skull. That he could have 
gone on after receiving such an injury said much for the vitaBty 
and courage c^ the man. He wore shoes, but no socks, and his 
open coat disclosed a night-shirt beneath it. It was undoubt- 
edly the German master. 

Holmes turned the body over reverently, and examined it 
with great attention. He then sat in deep thought for a time, 
and I could see by his ruffled brow that this grim discovery had 
not. in his opinion, advanced us much in our inquiry. 

" It is a little difficult to know what to do, Watson," said he, 
at last. " My own inclinations are to push this inquiry on, for 
we have already lost so much time that we cannot afford to 
waste another hour. On the other hand, we are bound to 
inform the police of the discovery, and to see that this poor 
fdlow's body is looked after." 

" I could take a note back." 

"But I need your company and assistance. Wait a bit! 
There is a fellow cutting peat up yonder. Bring him over here, 
and he will guide the police." 

I brought the peasant across, and Holmes dispatdied the 
hi^tened man with a note to Dr. Huxtable. 

"Now, Watson," sud he, "we have pidted up two dues 
this morning. One is the bicycle with the Palmer tyre, and we 
see what that has led to. The other is the bicyde with the 
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patdwd Dunlop. Before we. start to investigate that, Irt us 
try to realize what we do know, ao as to make the most d it, and 
to separate the essential from the accidental. " 

" First of all, I wish to impress upon you that the boy certainly 
left of his own free-will. He got down from his window and 
he went off, dther alone or with someone. That is sure." 

I assented. 

" Wdl. now, let us turn to this unloTtunate German master. 
The boy was fully dressed when he fled. Therefore, he fore- 
saw what he would do. But the German went without his 
socks. He certainly acted on very short notice." 

"Undoubtedly." 

"Why did he go? Because, from his bedroom window, he 
saw the flight of the boy; because he wished to overtake bim 
and bring him back. He seized his bicycle, pursued the lad, 
and in pursuing him met his death." 

" So it would seem." 

"Now I come to the critical part of my argument. The 
natural acticm of a roan in pursuing a httle boy would be to run 
after him. Be would know that he could overtake him. But 
the German does not do so. He turns to his bicycle. I am 
told that he was an excellent cyclist. He would not do this, if 
be did not see that the boy had some swift means of escape." 

"The other bicycle." 

"Let us continue our reconstruction. He meets his death 
five miles from the school — not by a bullet, mark you, which 
even a lad might conceivably discharge, but by a savage blow 
dealt by a vigorous arm. The lad, then, had a companion in 
his flight. And the flight was a swift one, since it todc five 
miles before an expert cyclist could overtake them. Yet we 
Borvcry the ground round the scene of the tragedy. What do 
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we find ? A few cattle-trades, nothing more. I took a wide 
sweep round, and there is no path within Gft; yards. Another 
cydist could have had nothing to do with the actual murder, 
nor were there any human footmarks." 

" Holmes," I oied, " this is impossible." 

"Admirable I" he siud. "A most illuminating remaric. It 
» imptossible as I state it, and therefore I must in some 
respect have stated it wrong. Yet you saw for yourself. Can 
you suggest any fallacy ? " 

" He could not have fractured his skull in a fall t " 

" In a morass, Watson P " 

" I am at my wits* end." 

" INit, tut, we have solved some worse problems. At I«ut 
we have plenty of material, if we can only use it. CoEiie, then, ^ 
and. having exhausted the Palmer, let us see what the Dunlop 
with the patched cover has to offer us. " 

We picked up the track and followed it onwards for some 
distance, but soon the moor rose into a long, heather-tufted 
curve, and we left the watercourse behind us. No further 
help from trades could be hoped for. At the spot where we saw 
die last of the thinlop tyre it might equally have led to Holder- 
nesse HaU, the stately towers of which rose some miles to our 
left, w to a low, gr^ village which lay in front ot USi and 
marked the position of the Chesterfield high road. 

As we approached the forbidding and squalid inn, with the 
sign of a game-cock above the door. Holmes gave a suddoi 
groan, and dutched me by the shoulder to save himself from 
foiling. He had had one of those violent strains of the ankle 
which leave a man helpless. V^th difficulty he limped up to 
the door, where a squat, daric, elderly man was smoking a black 
clay pipe. 
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" How are you, Mr. Reuben Hsyes P " said Holioes. 

" Who are you, and how do you get my name ao pat ? " the 
countryman answered, with a suspitnous flash <^ a pair ot cun- 
ning eyes. 

"Well, it's printed on the board above your head. It's 
easy to see a man who is master of his own house. 
I suppose you haven't such a thing as a carriage in your 
stables P" 

" No, I have not" 

" I can hardly put my foot to the ground." 

" Don't put it to the ground." 

" But I can't walk." 

"Wdl, thMi, hop." 

Mr. Reuben Hayes* manner was far frmn gracious, but 
Holmes took it with admirable good-humour. 

"Look here my man," said he. "Hiis is really rather an 
awkward fix for me. I don't mind how Z get on." 

" Ndther do I," said the morose landlord. 

"The matter is vety important. I would offer you a sover- 
dgn for the use of a bicycle." 

The landlord pricked up his ears, 

" Where do you want to go ? " 

" To Holdemesse Hall." 

" Pals of the Dook, I suppose ? ** said the landlord, survey- 
ing our mud-stained garments with ironical eyes. 

Holmes laughed good naturedly. 

" He'll be glad to see us, anyhow." 

"Why?" 

" Because we bring him news of his lost son." 
- The landlord gave a very visible start. 

" What, you're on his track ? " 
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" He has been heard ot in liverpool. The^ expect to get 
him every hour." 

Again a swift change passed over the hea^, unshaven face. 
His manner was suddenly genial. 

" I've less reason to wish the Dook well than most men," 
said he, " for I was his head coachman once, and cruel bad he 
treated me. It was him that sacked me without a character 
on the word of a tpng corn-chandler. But Fm glad to hear 
that the young lord was heard of in liverpool, and I'U hdp you 
to take the news to the HalL" 

"Thank you," said Holmes. "We'll have some food first. 
Then you can bring round the bicycle." 

" I haven't got a bicycle." 

H<^mes held up a soverdgn. 

"I tell you, man, that I haven't got one. 1*11 let you have 
two horses as far as the Hall." 

"Well, well," said Hcdmes, "we'U talk about it when we've 
had something to eat." 

When we were left alone in the stone-flaked kitchen, it was 
astonishing how rapidly that spruned ankle recovered. It 
was neariy nightfall, and we had eaten nothing since eariy 
morning, so that we. spent some time over our meal. Holmes 
was lost in thought, and once or twice he walked over to the 
window and stared earnestly out. It opened on to a squalid 
courtyard. In the far comer was a smithy, where a grimy lad 
was at woric. On the other side were the stables. Holmes 
bad sat down again after one of these excursions, when he sud- 
denly sprang out of his chur with a loud exclamation. 

"By Heaven, Watson, I believe that I've got it!" he med. 
"Yes, yes, it must be so. Watson, do you remember seeing 
any cow-tracks to-day ? " 
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"Yes, sereral." 

"Where?" 

"Wdl, everywhere. They were at the monss, ud sgain 
on the path, aod again near where poor Heide^er met his 
death." 

" Exactly. Well, now, Wataon, how many cows did you see 
on tiie moor ? " 

" I don't remember seong any." 

"Strange, Wataon, that we should see tracks all along our 
line, but nerer a cow on the whole moor. Very strange, Wataiui, 
eh?" 

" Yes, it is strange." 

"Now, Watson, make an effort, throw your mind bade. 
Can you see those tracks upon the path ? " 

" Yes, I can." 

"Can you recall that the tracks were sometimes like that, 
Watson " — he arranged a number of bread-crumbs in this 
fashion — : : : : : — " and sometimes like this " — :.:.:.:. 
— " and occasionally like this " — .'.*.'. ** Can you re- 
member that ? " 

"No, I cannot." 

" But I can. I could swear to it Howcrer, we will go back 
at our leisure and verify it. Wliat a blind beetle I have been, 
not to draw my conclusion ! " 

" And what ia your conclusion ? " 

** Only that it is a remarkable cow which walks, canteis, and 
gallops. By George! Watson, it was no brain of a country 
publican that thought out sudi a blind as that. 1^ coast 
seems to be clear, save for that lad in the smithy. Let us sUp 
out and see what we can see." 

Hiere were two rough-haired, unkempt hones in the tumUe- 
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down stable. Holmes raised the hind 1^ of one of them and 
laughed aloud. 

" Old shoes, but newly shod — old shoes, but new nails. 
This case deserves to be a classic. Let us go across to the 
smithy." 

The lad continued his woik without r^arding us. I saw 
Hdmes' eye darting to right and left among the litter of 
inm and wood wbicli was scattered about Uie floor. Sud- 
denly, however, we heard a step behind us, and there was the 
landlord, his heavy eyebrows drawn down over his savage eyes, 
his swarthy features convulsed with passion. He held a short, 
metal-headed stick in his hand, snd he advanced in so 
menadng a fashion that I was right glad to ted the revolver 
in my pocket. 

"Yon infernal sides!" the man cried. "What are you doing 
there?" 

" Why, Mr. Beuben Hayes," said Holmes, coolly, " (me mif^t 
think that you were afaud of our finding something out." 

The man mastered himself with a violent effort, and his grim 
mouth loosened into a false laugh, which was more moiadng 
than his frown. 

** You're wdcome to all you can find out in my smithy," said 
he. ** But look here, mister, I don't care for folk poking about 
my [dace without my leave, so the sooner you pay your score 
and get out of this the better I shall be pleased." 

"All right, Mr. Hayes, no hanu meant," sud Holmes. 
"We have been having a look at your horses, but I think Fll 
walk, after all. It's not far. I believe." 

"Not more than two miles to the Hall gates. That's the 
road to the left." He watched ns with sullen eyes until we bad 
kfthiap 
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We did not go veiy far along the road, for Holmes 8to[^>ed 
the instant that the ciure hid us from the landlord's view. 

"We were warm, as the children say, at that inn," stud he. 
" I seem to grow colder every step that I take away from it. 
No, no, I can't possibly leare it." 

"I am convinced," said I, "that this Reuben Hayes knows 
all about it. A more self-evident villain I never saw." 

" Oh 1 he impressed you in that way, did he ? There are the 
horses, there is the smithy. Yes, it is an interesting [dace, this 
Fighting Codt. I think we snail have another look at it in an • 
unobtrusive way." 

A long, slofHng hillside, dotted with grey limestone boulders, 
stretched behind us. We had turned off the road, and were 
malting our Way up the hill, when, looking in the direction of 
Holdemesse Hall, I saw a cyclist coming swiftly along. 

"Get down, Watson I" cried Holmes, with a heavy hand 
upon my shoulder. We had hardly sunk from view when the 
man flew past us on the road. Amid a rolling cloud of dust, I 
caught a ^impse of a pale, agitated face — a face with horror 
in eveiy lineament, the mouth open, the eyes staring wildly in 
front. It was like some strange caricature of the dapper James 
Wilder whom we had seen the night before. 

"Ilie Duke's secretory!" cried Holmes. "Come, Watson, 
let us see what he does." 

We scrambled from rock to roc^ until in a few moments we 
had made our way to a point from which we could see the front 
door of the inn. WOder's bicycle was leaning against the wall 
beside it. No one was moving about the house, nor could we 
catch a glimpse of any faces at the windows. Slowly the twi- 
ligiit crept down as the sun sank behind Hie high towers of 
Hddemesse Hall. Iliai, in the gloom, we saw the two tdde- 
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lamps ctf a trap light up in the stable-^ard of the inn, and shortly 
afterwardB heard the rattle of hoofs, as it wheeled out into the 
road and tore off at a furious pace in tiie direction <^ Chesteiv 
field. 

" What do you make of that, Watson ? " Holmes whispered. 

"It looks Uke a flight." 

" A wigle man in a dog-cart, so far as I could see. Well, it 
certainly was not Mr. James Wilder, for there he is at the door." 

A red square of light had sprung out of the darkness. In the 
middle of it was the black figure of the secretary, his head 
advanced, peering out into the night. It .was evident that he 
was expecting someone. Then at last there were steps in the 
road, a second figure was visible for an instant against the light. 
the door shut, and all was black once more. Five minutes later 
a lamp was lit in a room upon the first floor. 

" It seems to be a curious class of custom that is done by the 
Fighting Cock," said Holmes. 

** The bar is on the other side," 

" Quite so. These are what one may call the private guests. 
Now, what in the worid is Mr. James Wilder doing in that den 
at this hour of night, and who is the companion who comes to 
meet him there f Come, Watson, we must really take a risk, 
and try to investigate this a Uttle more closely." 

Together we stole down to the road and crept across to the 
door of the inn. Ilie bicycle stiU leaned agunst the wait. 
Holmes strudc s match and held it to the back wheel, and I 
heard him chuckle as the light fell upon a patched Dunlop tyre. 
Up above us was the lighted window. 

" I must have a peep through that, Watson. If you bend 
your back and support yourself upon the wall, I think that I 
can manage." 
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An instant later, his feet were On my shoulden, but he ms 
hardly ap before he was down again. 

"Come, my friend," said he, "our day's worit has beoi 
qidte long enough. I think that we have gathered all that we 
can. It's a long walk to the schoc4, and the sooner we get 
started the better." 

He hardly opiesied his lips during that weary tnu^ across 
the moor, nor would he enter the sdiool when he readied it, 
but went on to Mackleton Stat>ou, whmce he could send some 
tdegrams. Late at night I heard him consoling Dr. Huxtable, 
prctstrated by the tragedy of his master's death, and later still 
he entered my room as alert and vigorous as he had beeo when 
he surted in the morning. " All goes wdl, my frioid," said be. 
"I promise that before to-morrow evening we shall have 
reached the solutiott of the mystery." 

At eleven o'clodt next morning my friend and I were walk- 
ing up the famous yew avenue of Hdd^esse Hall. We woe 
ushered through the magnificent Elizabethan doorway and 
into bis Grace's study. Hiere we found Mr. James Wilder, 
demure and courtly, but with some trace <rf that wild terror 
of the night before still lurking m his furtive eyes and in his 
twitching features. ^ 

" You have come to see his Grace f I am sorry, but the fact 
is that the Duke is far from well. He has been very much 
upset by the tragic news. We recdved a telegram Irom Dr. 
Huxtable yesterday afternoon, which told us of your disooveiy." 

** I must see the Duke, Mr. Wilder." 

** But he is in his room." 

"Hien I must go to his room." 

" I bdieve he is in his bed." 
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" I will see him then. " 

Holmes' cold and inexorable manner showed the secretary 
that it was useless to ai^e with him. 

"Veiy good, Mr. Holmes, I will tell him that you are 
here." 

After an hour's delay, the great noblemui appeared. His 
face was more cadaverous than ever, his shoulders had rounded, 
and he seemed to me to be an altogether older man than he had 
been the morning before, ffe greeted us with a stately cour- 
tesy and seated himself at his desk, his red beard streaming 
down on the table. 

" Well. Mr. Holmes ? " said he. 

But my friend's eyes were fixed upon the secretary, who 
stood by his master's chair. 

'' I think, your Grace, that I could speak more foeely in Mr. 
Wilder's absence." 

The man turned a shade paler and cast a malignant glance 
at Hc4mes. 

" If your Grace wishes — " 

"Yes, yes, you had better go. Now, Mr. Holmes, what 
have you to say ? " 

My friend waited until the door had closed behind the retreat- 
ing secretary. 

" The fact is, your Grace, " said he, " that my colleague. Dr. 
Watson, and myself had an assurance from Dr. Huxtable that 
a rewud had been offered in this case. I should like to have 
this confinned from your own lips. ** 

"Certainly, Mr. Hdmes. " 

" It amounted, if I am correctly informed, to five thousand 
pounds to anyone who will tell you where your son is F " 

"ExacUy." 
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" And another tboiuand to the man who will name the per- 
son or persons who keep him in custody ? " 

" Exactly." 

" Under the latter heading is induded. no donbt, not only 
those who may have taken him away, but also those who con- 
spiie to keep him in his present position F " 

"Yes, yes," cried the Duke, impatiently. "If you do your 
work well, Mr. Sheriock Holmes, you will have no reason to 
complain of niggardly treatment." 

My friend rubbed his thin bands together with an appear- 
ance of avidi^ which was a surprise to me, who knew bis bugal 
tastes. 

"I fancy that I see your Grace's dieque-^iook upon the 
table," said he. " I should be glad if you would make me out 
a cheque for six thousand pounds. It would be as wdl, pei^ 
hapa, for you to cro«8 it. The Capital and Counties Bank, 
Oxford Street branch, are my agents." 

His Grace sat very stem and upright in his chair, and looked 
stonily at my friend. 

" Is this a joke, Mr. Holmes P It is hardly a subject for 
pleasantry." 

"Not at all, your Grace. I was never more earnest in my 
hfe." 

" What do you mean, then P " 

" I mean that I have earned the rewud. I know where your 
soa is, and I know some, at least, of those who are holding him." 

The Duke's beard had turned more aggressively red than 
ever agunst his ghastly white face. 

" Where is he P " he gasped. 

" He is, or was last night, at the Fighting Cock Inn, about 
two miles from your paric gate." 
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The Duke fell back in his chair. 

" And whom do you accuse F " 

Sherlock Hohnes' answer was an astounding one. He 
stef^>ed swiftly forward and touched the Duke upon the 
shoulder. 

" I accuse you," said he. " And now, your Grace, I'll trouble 
70U for that dieque." 

Never shall I forget the Duke's appearance as he sprang up 
and clawed with his hands, like one who is sinkiog into an abyss. 
Then, with an extraordinary effort of aristocratic self-cominand, 
he sat down and sank his face in his hoods. It was some min- 
ates before he spoke. 

" How much do you know P " he asked at last, vttboot lois- 
ing his head. 

" I saw you t(^;etheT last night." 

" Does anyone else beside your friend know ? " 

" I have spoken to no one." 

The Duke took a pen in his quivering fingers and opened 
his (jieque-book. 

"I shall be as good as my word, Mr. Holmes. I am about 
to write your cheque, however unwelcome the information 
which you have gained may be to me. When the cSer was 
first made, I little thought the turn which events might 
take. But you and your friend are men of discretitm, 
Mr. Holmes?" 

" I hardly understand your Grace." 

" I must put it plainly, Mr. Holmes. If only you two know 
of this incident, there is no reason why it should go any farthra. 
I think twdve thousand pounds is the sum that I owe you, 
is it not f " 

But Holmes smiled and shook his head. 
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" I fear, yoor Grace, that matten cu hardly be anaoged bo 
tMofy. llwTe is the death of this flchoohnaster to be accounted 
for." 

" But James knew nothing (rf that Yoa cannot hold him 
respminble for that It was the work oi this brutal ruffian 
whom he had the misf(«tune to employ." 

** I must take the view, your Grace, that when a man em- 
barin upon a crime, he is morally gaUty oS uiy other crime 
whidi may spring from it" 

"Morally, Mr. Holmes. No doubt you are right But 
surely not in the c^es of the law. A man cannot be condonned 
for a murder at which he was not present, and which he loathes 
and abhors as mudi as you do. The instant that he heard of 
it he made a complete confession to me, so fiUed was he with 
horror and remorse. He lost not an hour in breaking entirely 
with the murderer. Oh, Mr. Holmes, you must save him — 
you must save him ! I tell you that you must save him ! " The 
Duke had dropped the last attempt at self-«ommand, and was 
paODg the room with a convulsed face and with his clenched 
haads raving in the air. At last he mastered himself, and sat 
down once more at his desk. " I appreciate your conduct in 
coming here before you spoke to anyone else," sud he. "At 
least we may take counsel how far we can minimize this hideous 
scandal." 

"Exactly," said Holmes. "I think, your Grrace, that this 
can only be done by absolute frankness between us. I am 
disposed to help your Grace to the best <^ my ability, but in 
ordertodo so, I must understand to the last detail how the mat- 
ter stands. I realize that your words applied to Mr. James 
Wider, and that he is not the murderer " 

"No, the murderer has escaped." 
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Sheriock Holmes Bmiled demurely. 

" Your Grace can hardly liave heard oS any small reputation 
which I possess, or you would not imagine that it is so easy to 
escape me. Mr. Beuben Hayes was arrested at Chesterfidd, 
m myinfomudon, at eleven o'clock last night. I had a tde- 
gram from the head of the local police before I left the sdiool 
this morning." 

The Duke leaned back in his diair and stared with amaze- 
ment at my friend. 

"You seem to have powers that are hardly human," said be. 
" So Reuben Hayes is taken P I am right glad to bear it, if it 
will not react upon the fate of James." 

" Your secretary ? " 

"No, sir, my son." 

It was Holmes' turn to look astonished. 

" I confess that this is entirdy new to me, your Grace. I 
must beg you to be more explicit" 

"I will conceal nothing from you. I agree with you that 
com[^ete frankness, however painful it may be to me, is the 
best pc^cy in this desperate situation to which James' folly 
and jealousy have reduced us. When I was a very young man, 
Mr. Hcdmes, I loved with such a love as comes only once in a 
lifetime. I offered the lady marriage, but she refused it on the 
grounds that such a match might mar my career. Had she 
lived, I would certainly never have married anyone else. She 
died, and left this one child, whom for her sake I have cherished 
and cared for. I could not acknowledge the patemify to the 
world, but I gave him the best of educations, and since he came 
to manhood I have kept him near my person. He surprised my 
secret, and has [resumed ever since upon the claim which he 
has upon me, and upon his power of provoldog a scandal 
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which would be abhorrent to me. His presence had something 
to do with the unhappy issue oi my marriage. Above all, he 
hated my young Intimate heir from the first with a persistent 
hatred. You may well aak me why, under these circumstances, 
I stili kept James under my root. I answer that it was because 
I oonld see his mother's face in his, and that for her dear sake 
there was no end to my long-suffering. Alt her pretty ways 
too — there was not one ot them which he'could not suggest 
and bring hack to my memoiy. I eouid not send him away. 
But I feared so much lest he should do Arthur — that is. Lord 
Saltire — a mischief, that I dispatched him for safe^ to Dr. 
Huxtable's school. 

"James came into contact with this fellow Hayes, because 
the maa was a tenant of mine, and James acted as agent The 
fellow was a rascal from the beginning, but, in some extraordi- 
nary way, James became intimate with him. He had always a 
taste for low company. When James determined to Iddoap 
Lord Saltire, it was of this man's service that he availed himself. 
You remember that I wrote to Arthur upon that last day. Well, 
James opened the letter and inserted a note asking Arthur to 
meet him in a little wood called the Ragged ^law, which is 
near to the school. He used the Duchess' name, and in that 
way got the boy to come. That evening James bicycled over 
— I am telling you what be baa himself confessed to me — and 
he told Arthur, whom he met in the wood, that his mother 
longed to see him, that she was awaiting him on the moor, and 
that if he would come back into the wood at midnight he would 
find a man with a horse, who would take him to her. Poor 
Arthur fell into tiie trap. He came to the appointment, and 
found this fellow Hayes with a led pony. Arthur mounted, 
and they set off together. It appears — though this James 
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only h«sn) Testerday — that they were pursued, that Hayes 
struck the pursuer vith his stick, and that the man died of his 
injuries. Hayes brought Arthur to his public-house, the fight- 
ing Cock, where he was confined in an upper room, under the 
care of Mrs. Hayes, who is a kindly woman, but entirely under 
the control of her brutal husband. 

" Well, Mr. Holmes, that was the state cS affairs when I first 
saw you two da^ ago. I had no more idea of the truth than 
you. You will ask me what was James* motive in dcung such 
a deed. I answer that there was a great deal which was un- 
reasoning and fanatical in the hatred which he boie my heir. 
In his view he should himself have been heir of all my estates, 
and he deeply resented tiiose social laws which made it im- 
poBcnble. At the same time, he had a definite motive also. He 
was eager tiut I should break the entail, and he was of ofnnion 
that it lay in my power to do so. He intended to make a bar- 
gain with me — to restore Arthur if I would break the entai!* 
and so make it possible for the estate to be left to faim by wilL 
He knew well that I should never willingly invoke the aid <rfAe 
police against him. I say that he would have proposed such 
a bargain to me; but he did not actually do so, for events 
moved too quickly for him, and he had not time to put his plans 
into practice. 

" What brought all his wicked scheme to wreck was your 
discovery (rf this man Hddc^ger's dead body. James was 
sased with horror at the news. It came to us yesterday, as we 
sat together in this study. Dr. Huxtable had smt a tel^ram. 
James was so overwhelmed with grief and agitation that my 
suspicions, which had never been entirely absent, rose instantly 
to a cotainty, and I taxed him with the deed. He made a c(»n- 
plete voluntary confession. Then he imfdored me to keep hia 
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secret for three days longer, so as to give his wretdied socoin* 
plice a chance <^ sSTing bis guilty life. I yielded — as I have 
always yielded — to his prttyen, and instantly James hurried 
off to the Fighting Cock to warn Hayes and give him the means 
of flight. I could not go there by daylight without provoking 
comment, but as soon as night fell I hurried off to see my dear 
Arthur. I found him safe and well, but hoirified beyond ex- 
presfflOD by the dreadful deed be had witnessed. In deference 
to my promise, and much agfdnst my will, I consented to leave 
him there for three days, under the charge vi Mrs. Hayes, since 
it was evident that it was impossible to inform the police where 
he was without telling them also who was the murderer, and I 
could not see how that murderer could be punished without 
rain to my unfortunate James. You asked for frankness, Mr. 
Hobnes, and I have taken you at your word, for I have now 
tcdd you ererytJiing without an attempt at circumlocution or 
concealment. Do you in your turn be as frank with me." 

"I will," said Holmes. "In the first place, your Grace, I 
am bound to tell you that you have placed yourself in a most 
serious position in the eyes of the law. You have condoned a 
felony, and you have aided the escape of a murderer, for I can- 
not doubt that any money which was taken by James Wider 
to aid his accomplice in his flight came trom your Grace's 
purse." 

The Duke bowed his assent. 

" This is, indeed, a most serious matter. Even more culpable 
in my opinion, your Grace, is your attitude towards your 
younger son. You leave him in this den for three days." 

" Under solemn promises — " 

"What are promises to such people as these? You have 
no guarantee that he will not be spirited away again. To 
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humour your guilty elder son, you have exposed your innocmt 
younger son to imminent and unnecesssiy danger. It was a 
most unjustifiable action." 

The proud lord of Holdemesse was not accustomed to be 
so rated in his own ducal hall. The blood flushed into his high 
forehead, but bis consdence held him dumb. 

" I will help you, but on one c(Hidition only. It is that you 
ring for the footman, and let me give such orders as I like." 

'Without a word, the Duke pressed the electric bell. A ser- 
rant entered. 

"You will be glad to hear," said Holmes, "that your young 
master is found. It is the Duke's desire that the carriage shall 
go at once to the fighting Cock Inn to bring Lord Saltire home. 

"Now," said Holmes, when the rejoicing lackey had dis- 
^peared, "having secured the future, we can afford to be 
more lenient with the past. I am not in an official position, 
and there is no reason, so long as the ends of justice are served, 
why I should disclose all that I know. As to Hayes, I say noth- 
ing. The gallows awaits him, and I would do nothing to save 
him from it. What he will divulge I cannot tell, but I have no 
doubt that your Grace could make him understand that it is to 
his interest to be silent. From the police point of view he will 
have kidnapped the boy for the purpose of ransom. If th^ 
do not themselves find it out, I see no reason why I should 
prompt them to take a broader point of view. I would warn 
your Grace, however, that the continued presence of Mr. James 
Wilder in your housdiold can only lead to misfortune." 

** I understand that, Mr. Holmes, and it is already settled 
that he shall leave me forever, and go to seek his fortune in 
Australia." 

** lo that case, your Grace, since you have yourself stated that 
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any unhappincss in your married life was caiued by hia ^na- 
ence, I would suggest &a.t you make such amends as you can 
to the DuchesB, and that you try to resume those rdatknu 
which hare been so unhapjHly interrupted." 

"That also I liave arranged, Blr. Holmes. I wrote to the 
Duchess this morning." 

" In that case," said Holmes, lisiiig, ** I think that my friend 
and I can congratulate ourselves uptm serend most happy re- 
sults from our tittle visit to the North. Tlieie is one other 
small p<»nt upon which I desire some light. This fellow 
Hayes had shod his horses with shoes which counterfeited 
the tracks of cows. Was it fnnn Mr. ^S^der tfiat he learned 
so eztraordinaiy a device P " 

Tht Duke stood in thought for a moment, with a look of in- 
tense surprise on his face. Then he opened a door and showed 
us into a ta^ room furnished as a museum. He led the way 
to a glass case in a comer, and pointed to the inscription. 

**These shoes," it ran, "were dug up in the moat fd Hddei^ 
nesse Hall. They are for the use of horses, but thc^ are 
shaped below with a cloven foot of iron, so as to throw pursuers 
off the track. They are supposed to have belonged to some 
ot the marauding Barons of Holdetnesse in the Middle Ages." 

Holmes opened the case, and m(»8t«iing his finger he passed 
it along the shoe. A thin film of recent mud was left upon his 
skin. 

" Thank you," said he, as he replaced the glass. " It is the 
second most interesting d[>ject that I have seen in the Korth." 

"And the first?" 

Hc4mes fdded up his cheque and placed it carrfully in his 
note-book. " I am a poor man," said he, as he patted it affec- 
tionately, and thrust it into the depths of his inner pocket 
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VI 

THE ADVENTURE OP 

BLACK PETER 

1 HAVE Dcrer known my friend to be in belter form, both 
mental and pbysicsl, Uian in the year '95. His increasii^ 
fame had brought with it an immense practice, and I should be 
guil^ of an indiscretion if I were even to hint at the identic at 
some of the illustrious clients who crossed our humble threshtdd 
in Baker Street Holmes, however, like all great artists, lived 
for his art's sake, and, save in the case of the Duke of Holder- 
nesse, I have seldom known him claim any large reward for his 
inestim^le services. So unworidly was he — orsocapricious — 
that he frequently refused his help to the powerful and wealthy 
where the problem made no appeal to his sympathiea, w^e he 
would devote weeks of most intense application to the affturs of 
some humble client whose case presented those strange and dra- 
matic qualities which appealed to his imagination and dial- 
lenged his ingenuity. 

In this memorable year '95, a curious and incoDgruoua succes- 
fflou of cases had engaged his attention, ranging from his famous 
investigation of the sudden death of Cardinal Tosca — an in- 
quiiy whic^ was carried out by him at the express desire of His 
Holiness the Pope — down to his arrest of Wilson, the notorious 
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canary-tnuDer, which removed s plague^pot from the East End 
of London. Close on the heela of these two famous cases came 
the tragedy of Woodman's Lee, and the veiy obscure circum- 
stances which surrounded the death ci Captain Peter Carey. 
No record <rf the doings of Mr. Sherlock Holmes would be ctmi- 
[dete whidi did not indude some account of this very unusual 
affair. 

During the first wedc of July, my friend had been absent so 
often and so long from our lodgings that I knew be had some- 
thing <m band. The fact that several rough-looking men called 
during that time and inquired for Captain Basil made me under* 
stand that Holmes was woridng somewhere under one of the nu- 
merous disguises and names with which be concealed bis own 
formid^le identi^. He had at least five small refuges in dif- 
ferent parts of London, in whicdt he was able to diange his per- 
sonality. He said nothing of his business to me, and it was not 
my habit to force a confidence- The first positive ugn which he 
gave me of the direction whidi his investigatiou was taking was 
an extraordinary one. He had gone out before breakfast, and 
I had sat down to mine when be strode into the room, his hat 
upon his head and a huge barbed-headed spear kicked like an 
umbreSa under his arm. 

"Good gradous. Holmes!** I cried. "You don't mean to 
say that you have been walking about London with that thing t" 

" I drove to the butcher's and back, ** 

"The butcher's?" 

" And I return with an excellent appetite. There can be no 
question, my dear Watson, of the value of exercise before break* 
fast But I am prepared to bet that you will not guess the form 
that my ezerdse has taken. " 

"I will not attempt it" 
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He chuckled as he pouied out the coffee. 

** If you could have looked into Allaidyce's back shop, you 
would have seen a dead pig swung from a hook io the coliug, 
and a gentleman in his shirt sleeves furiously stabbing at it with 
this weapon. I was that energetic person, and I have satisfied 
myself that by no ^eition of my strength can I transfix the pig 
with a single blow. Perhaps you would care to try P " 

" Not for worlds. But why were you doing this P " 

" Because it seemed to me to have an indirect bearing upcm 
the mystery of Woodman's Lee. Ah, Hopkins, I got your wire 
last night, and I have been expecting you. Come and join us." 

Our visitor was an exceedingly alert man, thir^ years of age, 
dressed in a quiet tweed suit, but retaining the erect bearing of 
one who was accustomed to official uniform. X recogniwd him 
at once as Stanley Hopkins, ayoung police inspector, for whose 
future Holmes had high hopes, while he in turn professed the 
admiration and respect of a pupil for the sdentific methods of 
the famous amateur. Hopkins' brow was clouded, and he sat 
down with an air (^ deep dejection. 

" No, thank you, sir. I breakfasted before I came round. I 
spent the night in town, for I came up yesterday to r^mit. " 

"And what had you to report?" 

** Failure, sir, absolute lailure. " 

** You have outde no progress P ** 

" None. " 

"Dearmel I must have a look at the matter. " 

'*I wish to Heavens that you would, Mr. Holmes. It's my 
first big chance, and I am at my wits' end. For goodneas' sake, 
come down and lend me a hand. " 

"Wdl. well, it just happens that I have already read all the 
available evidence, including the report of the inquest, with 
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some care. By the way, what do you nuke of that tobacco- 
pouch, found on the scene of the crime P Is there no clue 
thereP" 

Hopkins looked surprised. 

** It was the man's own pouch, ^r. His initials were inude 
it And it was of sealskin — and he was an old sealer. " 

"But he had no pipe. " 

"No, as, we could find no pipe. Indeed, he smoked veiy 
little, and yet he might have kept some tobacco for his 
friends." 

" No doubt. I only mention it because, if I had beoi hand- 
ling the case, I should have been inclined to make that the start- 
ing-point of my investigation. However, my friend, Dr. Wat- 
son, knows nothing of this matter, and I should be none the 
worse for h'^^pg the sequence of events once more. Just 
give us some short skctehes of the essentiab. " 

Stanley Hopkins drew a slip fA paper from bis pocket 

" I have a few dates here which will give you the career of the 
dead man. Captain Peter Corey. He was bom in '46 — fifty 
years of age. He was a most daring and successful seal and 
whale fisher. In 1S8S he commanded the steam sealer Sea 
Unicom, of Dundee. He had then had several successful 
voyages in succession, and in the following year, 1884, he re- 
tired. After that he travelled for some years, and finally he 
bought a small place called Woodman's Lee, near Forest Bow, 
in Sussex. There he has lived for six years, and there he died 
just a week ago to-day. 

" There were some most singular pcnnts about the man. In 
ordinary life, he was a strict Puritan — a sUent, gloomy f dlow. 
His household consisted of his wife, his daughter, aged twenty, 
and two female servants. Tliese last were continually diang- 
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ing. for it was never a very cheeiy situation, and sometimes it 
became past all bearing. Tlie man was an intenuittent dnmk- 
aid, and when he had the fit on him he was a perfect fiend. He 
has been known to drive his wife and daughter out of doors in 
the middle of the night, and flog them through the parit until 
the whole village outside the gates was aroused by thdr 

* He was summoned once for a savage assault upon Uie old 
vicar, who had called upon him to remonstrate with him upon 
his conduct. In short, Mr. Holmes, you would go far before 
yoD found a more dangerous man than Peter Carey, and I have 
heard that he bore the same duuacter when he commanded his 
ship. He was known in the trade as Black Peter, and the 
name was given him, not only on account of his swarthy features 
and the colour of his huge beard, but for the humours which 
were the terror of all around him. I need not say that he 
was loathed and avoided by eveiy one <^ his neighbours, 
and that I have not heard one single word cJ sorrow about 
his terrible end. 

" You must have read in the account of the inquest about the 
man's cabin, Mr. Holmes, but periiaps your friend here has not 
heard of it. He had built himself a wooden outiiouse — he al- 
ways called it the ' cabin' — a few hundred yards from his house, 
and it was here that he slept every night. It was a little, single- 
roomed hut. siriecai feet by ten. He kept the key in his pocket, 
made his own bed, cleaned it himself, and allowed no other foot 
to cross the threshold. There are small windows on each side, 
which were covered by curtains and never opened. One of these 
windows was turned towards the high road, and when the light _ 
burned in it at night the folk used to point it out to eadi other 
and wonder what Black Peter was doing in there. Thaf s the 
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window, Mr. Holmes, wbidh gave us one of the few bits of posi- 

tiye evideoce that came out at the inquest. 

"You remember that a stooemason, named Slater, walking 
from Forest Row about one o'clock in the morning — two days 
before the murder — stopped as he passed the grounds and 
looked at the square of light still shining among the trees. He 
swears that the shadow of a man's head turned sideways was 
dearly visible on the blind, and that this shadow was certainly 
not that ot F^er Carey, whom he knew well. It was that of a 
bearded man, but the beard was short and bristled forwards in 
a way veiy different &x>m that of the captain. So he says, but 
he had been two hours in the public-bouse, and it is some dis- 
tance from the road to the window. Besides, this refers to the 
Monday, and the crime was done upon the Wednesday. 

" On the Tuesday, Feter Carey was in one of his blackest 
moods, flushed with drink and as savage as a dangerous wild 
beast He roamed about the house, and the womoi ran for it 
when they heard him coming. Late in the evoking, he went 
down to his own hut. About two o'clock the foUowing morn- 
ing, his daughter, who slept with her window opoi, heard a most 
fearful yell from that direction, but it was no tmusual thing for 
him to bawl and shout when he was in drink, so no notice was 
taken. On rising at seven, one of the muds noticed that the 
door of the hut was open, but so great was the terror which the 
man caused that it was midday before anyone would venture 
down to see what had become of him. Pee^Hng into the opai 
door, they saw a sight which sent them flying, with white faces, 
into the village. Within an hour, I was on the spot and had 
taken over the case. 

" Well, I have f airiy steady nerves, as you know, Mr. Htdmes, 
but I give you my word, that I got a shake when I put my head 
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into that little house. It was droning like a hannMiiiiin with 
the flies and bluebottles, and the floor and walls w&e like a 
slaughter-house. He had colled it a cabin, and a cabin it was, 
sure enough) for you would have thought that you were in a 
ship. There was a bunk at one end, a sea-chest, maps and 
charts, a picture of the Sea Unicom, a line of logbooks on a 
shelf, all exactly as one would expect to find it in a captain's 
room. And theie, in the middle of it, was the man himself — his 
face twisted like a lost soul in torment, and his great brindled 
beard stuck upwards in his agony. Bight through his broad 
breast a steel harpoon had been driven, and it had simk deep 
into the wood of the wall behind him. He was pinned like a 
beetle on a card. Of course, he was quite dead, and had been 
so from the instant that he had uttered that last ydl of agony. 

" I know your methods, sir, and I applied them. Before I 
permitted anything to be moved, I examined most carefully the 
ground outside, and dso the Aoot of the room. Iliere were no 
footmarks. " 

" Meaning that you saw none ? " 

" I assure you, sir, that there were none. ** 

" My good Hopkins, I have investigated many crimes, bat 1 
have never yet seen one which was committed by a flying crea- 
ture. As loi^ as the criminal remains upon two legs so long 
must there be some indentation, some abrasion, some trifling 
displacement which can be detected by the sdentiflc searcher. 
It is incredible that this blood-bespattered room contained no 
trace whidi could have aided us. I understand, however, from 
the inquest that there were some objects which you iaijkd to 
overtook ?" 

The young inspector winced at my companion's ironical 
xnnments. 



3 by Google 



IW THE RETDBN OF SHERLOCK HOLBfES 

** I wu s fool not to call you io at the time, Mr. Holmes. How- 
ever, &at'B past praying for now. Yes, there were serenl ob- 
jects in the room which called for special attention. One was 
the harpoon with which the deed was committed. It had been 
snatched down from a rack on the wall. Two others remiuned 
there, and there was a vacant place for the third. Onthestock 
was eograTed 'Ss. Sea Unieom, Dundee.* This seemed to 
establish that the crime had been done in a moment of fury, 
and that the murderer had sozed the first weapon whidi came 
in his way. The fact that the crime was committed at two in 
the moniing. and yet Feter Carey was fully dressed, suggested 
that he had an appointment with the murderer, which is bone 
out by the fact that a bottle of rum and two diity glasses stood 
upon the table." 

. "Yes," said Holmes; " I think that both infoences are per- 
misnble. Was there any other spirit but rum in the room f " 

"Yes, there was a tantalus containing brandy and whisky on 
tJie sea-chest It is of no importance to us, however, since the 
decanters were full, and it had therefore not been used. " 

"For all that, its presence has some significance," said 
H<^es. " However, let us hear some more about the objects 
whidt do seem to you to bear upon the case. " 

" Tliere was this tobacco-pouch upon the table. " 

" What part of the table P " 

"It lay in the middle. It was of coarse sealskin-— the 
straight-haired sldn, with a leather thong to bind it. Inside 
was 'P. C on the flap. There was half an ounce of strong 
ship's tobacco in it. " 

"Excellent! WhatmoieP" 

Stanley Hopkins drew from his pocket a drab-covered note- 
bodE. The outside was rough and worn, the leaves discoloured. 
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On the first page were written the initials ** J. H. N. " and the 
date " 1883. ** Holmes laid it on the table and examined it in 
his minute way, while Hopkins and I gazed over each shoulder. 
On the second page were the printed letters "C. P. R.,** and 
then came several sheets of numbers. Another heading was 
" Ai^ntine," another "Costa Rica," and another " San Paulo," 
each with pages of signs and figures after it. 

" What do you make of these P " afiked Holmes. 

"They appear to be lists of Stock Exchange securities. I 
thought that 'J. H. N.* were the initials of a broker, and that 
' C. P. R.' may have been his client. " 

" Tiy Canadian Padfic Railway, " sud Holmes. 

Stanley Hopkins swore between his teeth, and struck his 
thigh with his clenched hand. 

" What a fool I have been ! " he cried. " Of course, it is aa 
you say. Then 'J. H. N.' are the only initials we have to solve. 
I have already examined the old Stock Exchange lists, and I can 
find no one in I88S, dther in the house or among the outside 
brokers, whose initials correspond with these. Yet I feel that 
the clue is the most important one that I hdd. You will ad- 
mit, Mr. Hdmes, that there is a possibility that these initials are 
those of the second person who was present — in other words, of 
the murderer. I would also urge that thfe introduction into 
the case of a document relating to large masses of valuable secu- 
rities gives as for the first time some indication of a motive 
for the crime. " 

Sheriock Holmes' face showed that he wss thorou^ily taken 
aback by this new development. 

" I must admit both your points, " said he. " I confess that 
this iMte-bo<^, which did not appear at the inquest, modifies 
any views which I may have formed. I had come to a theoiy 
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of the crime in which I can find no place for this. Have you 

endeavoured to trace any of the securities here mentioned P " 

** Inquiries are now being made at the offices, but I fear that 
the complete register of the stockholders of these South Ameri- 
can concerns is in South America, and that some weeks must 
elapse before we can trace the shares. " 

Hdmes had been examining the cover t^ the note-book with 
bis magnifying lens. 

" Surely there is some discolouration here, " said he. 

"Yes, »r, it is a blood-stain. I told you that I pidced the 
book off the floor. " 

" Was the blood-stain above or below ? " 

" On the side next the boards. " 

" Which proves, of course, that the book was dropped after 
the crime was committed. " 

"Exactly, Mr. Holmes. I appreciated that poiut, and I 
coDJectuied that it was dropped by the murderer in his hurried 
flight. It lay near the door. " 

" I suppose that none of these securities have been found 
among the property of the dead man f" 

" No, air. " 

" Have you any reason to suspect robbery P " 

" No, sir. Nothing seemed to have been touched. " 

" Dear me, it b certainly a very interesting case. Then there 
was a knife, was there not ? " 

" A sheath-knife, still in ita sheath. It hiy at the feet of the 
dead man. Mrs. Carey has identified it as being her husband's 
property." 

Hohnes was lost in thought for some time. 

" Well, " said he, at last, " I suppose I shall have to come out 
and have a look at it. " 
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Stanley Ho{ddiis gave a ay of joy. 

"Thank you, dr. That vill, indeed, be a weight off my 
mind." 

Holmes shook his finger at the inspector. 

" It would have been an easier task a week ago, " said he. 
" But even now my visit may not be entirely fruitless. Watson, 
if you can spare the time, I should be very glad of your company. 
If you will call a four-wbeeler, Hopkins, we shaU be ready to 
start for Forest Row in a quarter of an hour. " 

Alighting at the small wayside station, we drove for some 
miles through the remuns of wide-spread woods, which were 
ouce part of that great forest which for so long held the Saxon 
invaders at bay — the impenetrable " weald, " for sixty yean 
the bulwaric of Britain. Vast sections of it have been cleared, 
for this is the seat of the first iroo-woriEs of the country, and the 
trees have been felled to smelt the ore. Now the richer fidds 
of the North have absorbed the trade, and nothing save these 
ravaged groves and great scars in the earth show the wori[ of 
the past. Here, in a clearing upon the green slope of a hill, 
stood a long, low, stone house, approached by a curving drive 
running through the fields. Nearer the road, and surrounded 
on three sides by bushes, was a small outhouse, one window 
and the door facing in our direction. It was the scene of the 
murder. 

Stanley Hopkins led us first to the bouse, where he introduced 
us to a haggard, grey-haired woman, the widow of the mur- 
dered man, whose gaunt and deep-lined face, with the furtive 
look (^ terror in the depths of her red-rimmed eyes, told of the 
years of hardship and iU-usage which she had endured. With 
her was her daughter, a pale, fair-haired girl, whose eyes blazed 
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defiantly at us as ^e told us that she was glad that her father 
was dead, and that she blessed the hand which had stnidc him 
down. It was a terrible household that Black Peter Carey had 
made for himself, and it was with a sense of leKef that we found 
ourselres in the sunlight again, and making our way along a 
path which had been worn across the fields by the feet of the 
dead man. 

Tlie outhouse was the simplest of dwellings, wooden-walled, 
shingle-roofed, one window beside the door and one on the far- 
ther ade. Stanley Ho[^ns drew the key from his pocket and 
had stooped to the iodt, when he paused with a look of attention 
and surprise upon his face. 

" Someone has been tampering with it, " he said. 

There could be no doubt of the fact. The woodworic was cut, 
and the scratches showed white through the paint, as if they had 
been that instant done. Holmes had been pyamining the win- 
dow. 

" Someone has tried to force this also. Whoever it was has 
failed to make his way in. He must have been a very poor 
buiglar. " 

" Tiaa is a most extraordinary thing, " said the inspector, 
"I could swear that these marks were not here yesterday 
evening." 

"Some curious person from the village, perhaps," I sug- 
gested. 

" Very unlikely. Few of them would dare to ati. foot in the 
grounds, far less try to force thai way into the cabin. What 
do you think of it, Mr. Holmes f " 

" I think that fortune is very kind to us. " 

"You mean that the person will come agun ?" 

"It is very probable. He came expecting to find the door 
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open. He tried to gti in with the blade of b very small penlmif e. 
He could not manage it. What would he do P " 

" Come again next night with a more useful tool. " 

" So I should say. It will be our f auH if we are not there to 
receive him. Meanwhile, let me see the hmde of the cabin. " 

The traces of the tragedy had been removed, but the furniture 
within the little room still stood as it had been on the night of 
the crime. For two hours, with most intense concentration. 
Holmes examined every object in turn, but his face showed that 
his quest was not a successful (we. Once only he paused in his 
patient investigation. 

" Have you taken anything off this shelf, Hofrfdns P " 

" No, I have moved nothing. " 

" Something has been taken. There b less dust in this cor- 
ner of the shelf than elsewhere. It may have beoi a book lying 
on its side. It may have been a box. Well, well, I can do noth- 
ing more. Let us walk in these beautiful woods, Watson, and 
give a few hours to the birds and the flowers. We shall meet 
you here later, Hopkins, and see if we can come to closer quar- 
ters with the gentleman who has paid this visit in the night. " 

It was past eleven o'clock when we formed our little ambus- 
cade. Hopkins was for leaving the door of the hut open, but 
Holmes was of the opinion that this would rouse the suspiaons 
of the stranger. The lock was a perfectly simple one, and only 
a strong blade was needed to push it back. Holmes also sug- 
gested that we should wait, not inside the but, but outude it 
among the bushes which grew round the farther window. In 
this way we should be able to watch our man if he struck a light, 
and see what his objetA was in this stealthy nocturnal visit. 

It was a long and melancholy vigil, and yet brought with it 
something <rf the thrill which the hunter feels when he lies be- 
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side the water-pool, ODd waits for the coming of the thirs^ beuf 
of prc^. What savage creature was it which might steal upon 
us out of the darimess P Was it a fierce tiger of crime, which 
could only be taken fighting hard with fiashing fang and daw, 
or would it prove to be some skulking jackal, dangerous only to 
the weak and unguarded P 

Id absolute silence we crouched amongst the bushes, waiting 
for whatever might come. At first the steps of a few belated 
villagers, or the sound of voices from the village, lightened our 
vigil, but one by obc these intemiptions died away, and an abso- 
lute stillness fell upon us, save for the chimes of the distant 
church, which told us of the progress <^ the night, and for the 
rustle and whisper ot a fine rain falling amid the foliage which 
roofed us in. 

Half-past two had chimed, and it was the daricest hour which 
precedes the dawn, when we all started as a low but sharp dick 
came from the direction ot the gate. Someone had entered the 
drive. Again there was a long silence, and I had begun to fear 
that it was a false alarm, when a stealthy step was heard upon 
the other side of the hut, and a moment later a metallic scraping 
and clinking. The man was tiying to force the lock. This time 
his skill was greater or his tool was better, for there was a sud- 
den snap and the creak of the hinges. Then a match was 
struck, and next instant the steady light from a candle filled 
the interior of the hut. Through the gauze curtain our e^ 
were all riveted upon the scene within. 

The nocturnal visitor was a young man, frail and thin, with a 

blade moustache, which intensified the deadly pallor of his face. 

He could not have been much above twenty years of age. I 

. have never seen any human being who appeared to be in such a 

pitiable fright, for his teeth were visibly chattering, and he was 
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■hairing in every limb. He was dressed like a geDtleman* id 
Norfolk jacket and knickerbockers, with a doth cap upon his 
head. We watched him Btariog round with faightened c^es. 
Then he laid the candle-end upon the table, and disappeared 
from our view into one of th^comers. He returned with a large 
book, one of the logbooks which formed a line upon the abdves. 
Leaning on the tablci he rapidly turned over the leaves of this 
volume until he came to the entry which he sought. Then, 
with an angiy gesture of his clenched hand, he closed the book, 
replaced it in the comer, and put out the light. He had hardly 
turned to leave the hut when Hopkins' hand was on the fellow's 
collar, and I heard his loud gasp of terror as he understood that 
he was taken. The candle was relit, and there was our wretched 
captive, shivering and cowering in the grasp of the detective. 
He sank down upon the sea-chest, and looked hdplesaly from 
one of us to the other. 

" Now, my fine fellow, " said Stanley Hopkins, " who are you, 
and what do you want here ? " 

The man pulled himaelf together, and faced us with an effort 
at self-composure. 

" You are detectives, I suppose P " said he. " You imagine 
1 am connected with the death of Captain Peter Carey. I 
assure you that I am innocent. " 

" We'll see about that, " said Hoiddns. " First of aU, what 
is your name ? " 

" It is Jdm Hopley Ndigan. " 

I saw Holmes and Hopkins exchange a quick glance. 

" What are you doing here f " 

" Can I speak confidentially P ** 

" No, certainly not. " 

"Why should I tell you ?" 
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" If you have DO answer, it may go badly with you at the trial." 

The young man winced. 

"Well, I will tell you, "he said. " Why should 1 not P And 
yet I hate to think of this old scandal guning a new lease of Hfe. 
Did you ever hear of Dawson and Neligau f " 

I could see, from Hopkins' face, that he never had, but 
HfJmes was keoily interested. 

, "You mean the West-country bankers," said he. "Tbey 
failed for a million, ruined half the county families ai Coin- 
wall, and Neligan disappeared. " 

" Ezactfy. Neligan was my father. " 

At last we were getting something positive, and yet it seemed 
a long gap between an absconding banker and Captain Peter 
Carey pinned against the wall with one of his own harpoons. 
We all listened intently to the young man's words. 

"It was my father who was really concerned. Dawson had 
retired. I was only ten years of age at the time, but I was old 
enough to feel the shame and horror of it aU. It has always 
been said that my father stole all the securities and Bed. It is 
not true. It was his belief that if he were given time in which to 
realize them, all would be well and every creditor paid in full. 
He started in his litUe yacht for Norway just before the warrant 
was issued for his arrest. I can remember that last night, when 
he bade farewell to my mother. He left us a list of the securi- 
ties he was taking, and he swore that he would come back with 
his honour cleared, and that none who had trusted liim would 
suffer. Well, no word was ever heard from tiim again. Both . 
the yacht and he vanished utterly. We believed, my mother 
and I, that he and it, with the securities that he had takoi with 
him, were at the bottom of the sea. We had a faithful frioid, 
however, who is a business man, and it was be who discovered 
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some time ago that some of the securities which my father had 
with him had reappeared on the London matket. You can 
imagine our amazement. I spent months in ttying to trace 
them, and at last, after many doubtings and difficulties, I dia- 
covered that the original seller had been Captain Peter Car^, 
the owner of this hut. 

" Naturally, I made some inquiries about the man. I found 
that he bad been in command of a whaler which was due to 
return from the Arctic seas at the very time when my father was 
crossing to Norway. The autumn of that year was a stormy 
one, and there was a Umg succession of southerly gales. My 
father's yacht may well have been blown to the north, and 
there met by Captain Peter Carey's ship. If that wer« so, 
what had become <A my father F In any case, if I could prove 
from Peter Carey's evidence how these securities came on 
the ma^et it would be a proof that my father had not 
sold them, and that he had no view to personal profit when 
he took them. 

" I came down to Sussex with the intention of seeing the ci^ 
tun, but it was at this moment that his terrible death occurred. 
I read at the inquest a description of his cabin, in which it 
stated that the old logbooks (^ his vessel were preserved in it. 
It strudi me that if I could see what occurred in the month of 
August, 188S, on board the Sea Vniwm, I might setUe the mys- 
tery of my father's fate. I tried last night to get at these log- 
' books, but was unable to open the door. To-night I tried again 
and succeeded, but I find that the pages which deal with that 
mouth have been torn from the book. It was at that moment I 
found myself a prisoner in your hands. " 

" Is that all P " asked Hopkins. 

** Yes, that is all. " His eyes shifted as be said it 
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"You have nothing dse to tell luP" 

He hesitated. 

"No, there is nothing. " 

"You h&ve not been here before last ni^P" 

"No." 

" Then how do you account for that f " cried Hopkins, as he 
held up the damning note-book, with the initials of our prisoner 
on the first leaf and the blood-stain on the cover. 

The wretched man collapsed. He sank his face in bis 
hands, and trembled all over. 

** Where did you get it P " be groaned. " I did not know. I 
tiiought I had lost it at the hotel. " 

"lliat is enough, " said Hopkins, sternly. " Whatever else 
you have to say, you must say in court. You will walk down 
with me now to the police-station. Wdl, Mr. Holmes, I am 
very much obliged to you and to your frioid for coming down 
to help me. As it turns out your presence was unnecessary, and 
I would have brought the case to this successful issue without 
you, but, none the less, I am grateful. Booms have been re- 
served for you at the Brambletye Hotd, so we can all walk down 
to the village together. " 

" Wdl, Watson, what do you think c^ it P " asked Holmes, as 
we travdled badt next morning. 

** I can see that you are not satisfied. ** 

" Oh, yes, my dear Watson, I am perfecUy satisfied. At the 
same time, Stanly Hc^ikins* methods do not commend them- 
selves to me. I am disappmnted in Stanley Hopkins. I had 
hoped for better things from him. One should always look for 
a possible alternative, and provide against it. It is the first rule 
of dinunal investigation. " 

"What, then, is the alternative P" 
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"The line of investigation which I have myself been pur- 
suing. It may give us nothing. I cannot tell. But at least I 
shall follow it to the end. " 

Several letters were waiting for Holmes at Baker Street. He 
snatched one of them up, opened it, and burst out into a trium- 
jdumt chuckle of laughter. 

" Excellent, Watson! The alternative devdopg. Have you 
telegraph forms? Just write a couple oS measages for me: 
' Sumner, Shipping Agent, Ratcliff Highway. Send three men 
on, to arrive ten to-morrow morning. — Basil.* That's my 
name in those parts. The other is: 'Inspector Stanley Hopkins, 
46, Lord Street, Brixton. Come breakfast to-morrow at nine- 
thir^. Important. Wire if unable to come. — Sherlock 
Holmes.' There, Watson, this infernal case has haunted me 
for ten days. I hereby banish it completely from my presence. 
To-morrow, I trust, that we shall hear the last of it for ever. " 

Sharp at the hour named Inspector Stanley Hopkins ap- 
peared, and we sat down together to the excellent breakfast 
which Mrs. Hudson had prepared. The young detective was 
in high spirits at his success. 

" You really think that your solution must be correct P " asked 
Holmes. 

** I oould not imagine a more complete case. " 

** It did not seem to me conclu^ve. " 

" You astonish me, Mr. Hcdmes. What more could one ask 
for?" 

" Does your explanation cover every point P " 

"Undoubtedly. I find that young Neligan arrived at the 
Brsmbletye Hotel on the very day of the crime. He came on 
the {netence of iJaying g<df. Bis room was on the ground- 
fk>or, aod he could get out when he liked. 'Diat very night he 
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went down to Woodman's Lee, saw Peter Carey at the hut, 
quarrelled with him, and lolled him with the harpoon. Then, 
horrified by what he had done, he fled out of the hut, dropfHOg 
the note-book which he had brought with him in order to qnes- 
tion Peter Carey about these different securities. You may 
have observed that some of Uiem were marked with ticks, and 
the others — the great majority — were not. Those which are 
ticked have been traced on the London market, but the others, 
presumably, were still in the possession of Car^, and young 
Neligan, according to his own account, was anxious to recover 
them in order to do the right thing by his father's creditors. 
After his flight he did not dare to approach the hut again for 
some time, but at last he forced himself to do so in order to ob- 
tiuD the information which he needed. Surely that is all simple 
and obvious ? " 

Hdmes smiled and shook his head. 

" It seems to me to have only one drawback, Hopkins, and 
that is that it is intrinsically impossible. Have you tried to drive 
a harpoon through a body? NoP Tut, tut, my dear sir, you 
must really pay attention to these detuls. My friend Watson 
could tdl you that I spent a whole morning in that exerdse. It 
is no easy matter, and requires a stnHig and practised arm. But 
this blow was delivered with such vicdence that the head of the 
weapffl) sank deep into the wall. Do you imagine that this 
anfemic youth was capable of so frightful an assault P Is he the 
man who hobnobbed in rum and water with Blad£ Peter in the 
dead of the night P Was it his pn^e that was seen on the blind 
two nights before P No, no, Hopkins, it is another and more 
formidable person for whom we must seek. " 

The detective's face had grown longer and longer during 
H<^me8* speech. His hopes and his ambititnu were all crum- 
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bling about him. But he would not abandon his pooition with- 
out a struggle. 

"You can't den; that Ndigan waa present that night, Mr. 
Holmes. The book will prove that. I tBocy that X have evi- 
dence enough to satisfy a jury, even if you are able to pick a hole 
in it. Besides, Mr. Holmes, I have laid my hand upcm my man. 
As to this terrible poson of yours, wbete is he ? " 

" I rather fancy that he is cm the stair, " said Hc^es, serendy. 
** I think, Watson, that you would do weH to put that revolver 
n^ere you can reach it. " He rose and laid a written paper 
upon a side-table, " Now we are ready, " said he. 

There had becm some talking in gruff voices outside, and now 
Mn. Hudflim opoied the door to say that there were three men 
inquiring for Captain Basil. 

" Show them in tme by tme, " said Hdmes. 

Tbs first who entered waa a little ribBt(ni-jupiwi of a man, 
with ruddy cheeks and fluffy white side-whisken. Holmea had 
drawn a letter from his pocket. 

"Whatname?" heasked. 

"James Lancaster. ** 

" I am Boriy, Lancaster, but the berth is fuH. Here is half a 
sovereign fen- your trouble. Just step into this room, and wait 
there for a few minutes. " 

The second man was a long, dried-up creature, with lank 
hair and saUow cheeks. His name was Hugh Fattins. He also 
received his dismissal, his half •sorereign, and the order to wait. 

like third applicant was a man of remarkable appearance. 
A fieirce bull-dog face was framed In a tangle (rf hair and beard, 
and two btdd, daric eyes gleamed bdiind the cover cS thidc, 
totted, overiinng eyd>row8. He saluted and stood sailor-fash- 
km, turning his cap round in his hands. 
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" Your name ? " asked Hfdmes. 

" Patrick Caims. " 

" Harpotmer ? " 

"Yea, air. Twenty-six voTageo. " 

" Dundee, I suppose ? " 

"Yea, air." 

" Aod ready to start with an exploring ship?" 

"Yea, sir." 

"What wages?" 

" Eight pounds a m<mth. " 

" Could you start at once ? " 

" As soon as I get my kit " 

"Have you your papers?" 

** Yes, sir. " He took a sheaf of worn and grvaay forms 
from his pocket. Hobnes glanced over them and returned 
them. 

. " You aie just the man I want, " said he. " Here's the agree- 
ment on the side4able. If you sign it the whole matter will be 
' settled." 

The seaman lurched acroaa the room and took up the pen. 

"Shall I aign here?" be asked, stooping over the table. 

Hdmes leaned over lus shoulder and pasaed both hands over 
hia neck. 

" This will do, " aaid he. 

I heard a cliche of steel and a bellow like an Miraged bull. The 
next instant Holmes and the seaman were rolling oa the ground 
together. He was a man of such gigantic strength that, even 
vnth the handcuffs wbidi Ht^es had so deftly fastened upon 
his wrists, he would have very quickly overpowered my friend 
had Hopkins and I not rushed to his rescue. Only when. I 
praased the cold muzzle of the revolver to bis temple did he at 
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last understand that resistance was v«n. We lashed his ankles 
with cord, and rose breathless from the stnif^le. 

" I must really apologize, Hopkins, " said Sheriock Holmes, 
" I fear that the scnunbled e^a are cold. Howerer, you will 
enjoy the rest of jrour breakfast all the better, will you not, for 
the thought that you have brought your case to a triumphant 
conclusion. " 

Stanley Hopkins was speechless with amazement. 

"I don't know what to say, Mr. Holmes, he blurted out at 
last, with a very red face. " It seems to me that I have been 
niftlring a fool of myself from the be^nning. I understand 
now, what I should never have foi^tten, that I am the pupil 
and you axe the master. Even now I see what you have done, 
but I don't know how you did it, or what it signifiea. " 

"Well, wen," sud Holmes, good htmiouredly. "We all 
leam by experience, and your lesson this time is that you should 
never lose sight of the alternative. You were so absorbed in 
young Nehgan that you could not spare a thought to Patrick 
CamiB, the true murderer of Peter Carey. " 

Tbe hoarse voice of the seaman broke in on our conversation. 

" See here, mister, " said he, " I make no complaint of being 
man-handled in this hshion, but I would have you call things 
by their right names. You say I murdered Peter Carey, I 
say I killed Peter Carey, and there's all the difference. Maybe 
you don't beUeve what I say. Maybe you think I am just sling- 
ing you a yam. " 

" Not at all, " said Holmes. " Let us hear what you have to 
say." 

" It's soon told, and, by the Lord, every word of it is truth. 
I knew Black Peter, and whai he pulled out his knife I whipped 
a harpoon through him sharp, for I knew that it was him or me. 
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Tliat'a how he died. You can call it murder. Anyhow, Fd u 
sooD die with a rope round m; neck as with Black Peter's knife 
io my heart" 

** Krw came you there P " asked Hohnes. 

** m teD it you from the be^nning. Just rat me up a httle, ao 
aa I can speak easy. It was in '83 that it happened — August of 
that year. Peter Carey was master of the Sea Unicom, and I 
was spare harpooner. We were coming out of the ice>pack on 
our way home, with head winds and a week's southerly gale. 
when we picked up a little craft that had been blown north. 
Ilkeie was one man on her — a landsman. The crew had 
thought she would founder, and had made for the Norwt^an 
coast in Uie dinghy. I guess they were all drowned. Wdl, we 
took him <m board, this man, and he and the skipper bad some 
l(Hig talks in the cabin. All the baggage we took off with him 
was one tin box. So far as I know, the man's name was never 
mentioned, and on the second ni^t he disappeared as if he had 
never been. It was given out that he had either thrown him- 
self overboard or fallen overboard in the heavy weather that we 
were having. Only one man knew what had happened to him, 
and that was me, for, with my own eyes, I saw the skipper tip 
up his heels and put him over the rul in the middle watch of 
a daA night, two days before we sighted the Shetland lights. 

" Wdl, I kept my knowledge to myself, and waited to see 
what would come of it. When we got back to Scotland it was 
easily hushed up, and nobody asked any questions. A stranger 
died by accident, and it was nobody's business to inquire, 
^cnily after Peter Car^ gave up the sea, and it was long years 
before I could find where he was. I guessed that he had dtme 
tiie deed for the sake of what was in that tin box, and that he 
could afford now to pay me well for keeping my mouth shut. 
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" I found out where he was through a sailor man that had met 
him in Londoui and down I went to squeeze him. The first 
night he was reasonable enough, and was ready to give me what 
would make me free of the sea for Uf e. We were to fix it all two 
nights later. When I came, I found him three parts drunk and 
in a vile temper. We sat down and we drank end we yarned 
about old times, but the more he drank the less I liked the look 
on his face. I spotted that harpoon upon the wall, and I 
thought I might need it before I was through. Then at last he 
broke out at me, spitting and cursing, with murder in his eyes 
and a great clasp-knife in his hand. He had not time to get it 
from the sheath before I had the harpoon through him. Heav- 
ens! what a yell he gave! and his face gets between me and my 
sleep. I stood there, with his blood splashing round me, and I 
waited for a bit, but all was quiet, so I took heart once more. I 
looked round, and there was the tin box on the shelf. I had as 
mudi right to it as Peter Carey, anyhow, so I took it with me 
and 1^ the hut. like a fool I left my baccy-pouch upon the 
table. 

" Now I'll tell you the queerest part of the whole story. I 
bad hardly got outside the hut wheo I heard someone coming, 
aod I hid among the bushes. A man came slinking along, went 
into the hut, gave a cry as if he bod seen a ghost, and l^ged it as 
hard as he could run until he was out of sight. Who he was or 
what he wanted is more than I can tell. For my part I walked 
ten miles, got a train at Tunbridge Wells, and so readied Lon- 
don, and no one the wiser. 

" Wdl, when I came to examine the box I found there was no 
money in it, and nothing but papers that I would not dare to 
sdl. I had lost my hdd on Black Peter, and was stranded in 
Ixmdtm without a shilling. There was only my trade left. I 
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saw these advertisemeiits about harpooners, and high wages, m 

I went to the shipping agents, and th^ sent me here. That's 

aU I know, and I say again that if I killed Black Peter, the law 

should pvt me thanks, for I saved them the price of a hempen 

rope." 

" A very clear statement, " said Holmes, rising and lighting 
his ppe. " I think, Hopkins, that you should lose no time in 
conveying your prisoner to a place of safety. This room is not 
well adapted for a cell, and Mr. Patrick Cums occupea too 
large a proportion of our carpet. " 

" Mr. Holmes, " said Hopkins, " I do not know how to express 
my gratitude. Even now I do qot understand how you attained 
this result" 

" ^mply by having the good fortune to get the right clue from 
the beginning. It b very possible if I had known about this 
note-book it might have led away my thoughts, as it did yours. 
But all I heard pointed in the one directi<Hi. The ^^nj^ging 
strength, the skill in the use of the harpoon, the rum and water, 
the sealskin tobacco-pouch with the coarse tobacco — all these 
pointed to a seaman, and one who hod been a whaler. I was 
convinced that the initials ' P. C. ' upon the pouch were a coin- 
cidence, and not those of Peter Carey, since he seldom smoked, 
and no pipe was found in his cabin. You remember that 1 
asked whether whislgr and brandy were in the cabin. You 
said they were. How many landsmen are there who would 
drink rum when they could get these other spirits ? Yes, I was 
certain it was a seaman. " 

** And how did you find him P " 

" My dear sir, the problem had become a very simple one. If 
it were a seaman, it could only be a seaman who had beoi with 
him (m the Sea Unicom. So far as I could learn he bad sailed 
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in no other ship. I gp^it three days in wiring to Dundee, and 

at the end of that time I had aBcertained the names of the crew 
of the Sea Unicom m 1883. When I found Patrick Cairns 
among the harpooners, my research was nearing its end. I ar- 
gued that the man was probably in London, and that he would 
desire to leave the country for a time. I therefore spent some 
days in the East End, devised an Arctic expedition, put forth 
tempting terms for harpooners who would serve under C^>tain 
Basil — and behold the result ! " 

"Wonderful!" cried Hopkins. "Wonderful!" 
" You must obtun the release of young NeUgan as soon u 
posmble, " said Hdmes. " I confess that I think you owe him 
some apd<^. The tin box must be returned to him, but, vS 
course, the securities which Peter Carey has sold are lost for 
ever. There's the cab, Hopkins, and you can remove your 
man. If you want me for the trial, my address and that of Wat- 
ion win be somewhere in Norway — I'll send particulars later." 
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THE ADVENTURE OF 
CHARLES AUGUSTUS MILVERTON 

It is yean siiice the incidents of which I speak took {dace, 
and yet it is with diffidence that I allude to them. For a long 
time, even with the utmost discretioo and leticence, it would 
have been impossible to make the facts public, but now the 
principal person ccmcemed is beyond the reach of human law, 
and with due supjnresaion the story may be told in such fashion 
as to injure no oae. It records an absolutely unique experience 
in the cancr both <rf Mr. Sherlodt Holmes and of myself. Hie 
reader will excuae me if I conceal the date or any other fact by 
whic^ he might trace the actual occurrence. 

We had been out for me of our evening rambles. Holmes and 
I, and had letumed about six o'clock on a cold, frosty, winter's 
evening. As Hdmea turned up the lamp the Ught fell upon a 
caid oa the table. He glanced at it, and then, with an ejacula- 
tion <tf disgust, threw it on the floor. I picked it up and read : — 

ChABIAS ATTOnBTUB MiLTEBTOH, 

Apflbdobe Towsbb, 

AqBNT. HAUPaTBAD. 

"WhoisheP" lasked. 
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"The wont man in London," Holmes answered, as he »at 
down and stretched his legs bdore the fire. " Is anything on 
the back of the card ? " 

I turned it over. 

"Win caU at 6.S0 — C. A. M.," I read. 

" Hum I He's about due. Do you feel a creeping, shrink- 
ing sensation, Watson, when you stand before the serpents in 
the Zoo, and see the slithety, gliding, venomous creatures, with 
their deadly eyes and wicked, flattened faces ? Well, that's 
how Milverton impresses me. I've had to do with fifty mur- 
derers in my career, but the worst of them never gave me the 
repulsion which I have for this fellow. And yet I can't get out 
<rf d<Hng buaness with him — indeed, he u here at my invita- 
tim." 

"But who is he?" 

Til tell you, Watson. He is the king of all the bladonail- 
ers. Heaven help the man, and still more the woman, whose 
secret uid reputation come into the power of Milverton ! With 
a smiling face and a heart of marble, he will squeeze and squeeze 
until he has drained them dry. The fellow is a genius in his 
way, and would have made his marit in some more savoury 
trade. His method is as follows : He allows it to be known that 
he is prepared to pay very high sums for letters which compro- 
mise people of wealth and position. He receives these wares 
not only from treacherous valets or maids, but frequently frcnn 
g«ttee] ruffians, who have gained the confidence and affection ot 
trusting women. He deak with no niggard hand. I faiq>pen 
to know that he paid seven hundred pounds to a footman for a 
note two lines in length, and that the ruin <^ a noble Camily was 
the result. Everything which is in the market goes to Milverton, 
and th^e are hundreds in this great dty who turn white at 
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his name. No one knows where his grip may fall, for he U 
far too rich and far too cunning to woric from haod to mouth. 
He will hold a card back for years in order to play it at the mo- 
ment when the stake is best worth winning. I have sud that 
he is the wont man in London, and I would ask you how could 
<Hie compare the ruffian, who in hot blood bludgeons his mate, 
with this man, who methodically and at his leisure tortures the 
soul and wrings the nerves in order to add to his already swollen 
moDf^-bags F " 

I had seldom heard my friend speak with such intenuty of 
feding. 

** But surely, " said I, " the fdlow must be within the grasp of 
the law?" 

"Tecimically, no doubt, but practically not. What would it 
pn^ a woman, for example, to get him a few months* impris- 
ffioment if her own ruin must immediately follow ? His victims 
dare not hit back. If ever he blackmuled an innocent person, 
tttcn indeed we should have him, but he is as cunning as the 
Evil One. No, no, we must find other ways to fight him. " 

"And why is he here?" 

* Because an illustrious dient has placed her [nteous case in 
my hands. It is the Lady Eva Blackwell, the most beautiful 
dSmtanie of last season. She is to be married in a fortnight to 
the Eari ri Dovercourt This fiend has several imprudent let- 
ters — impnidoit, Watson, nothing worse — which were written 
to an impecunious young squire in the country. They would 
suffice to break off the match. Milverton will send the letters 
to the Eari unless a large sum of mon^ is paid him. I have 
been commissioned to meet lum, and — to make the best terms 
lean.* 

At that instant there was a clatter and a rattle in the street 



3 by Google 



IBO THE RETURN OF SHERLOCK HOLUES 

beJow. Looking down I saw a stately carriage and pur, the 
brilliant lamps gleaming on the glossy haunches <A the noble 
chestnuts. A footman opened the door, and a small, stout man 
in a sha^y astrakhan overcoat descended. A minute later he 
was in the room. 

Charles Augustus Hilverton was a man of fifty, with a latge, 
intellectual head, a round, jdump. hairiess face, a perprtual, 
frosen smile, and two keen grey eyes, which Reamed brightly 
fnmt bdiind broad, gold-rimmed glasses, lliere was some- 
thing of Mr. Fidtwick's benevolence in his appearance, marred 
only by the insincerity of the fixed smile and by the hard glitter 
of those restless and penetrating eyes. His Trace was as smooth 
and suave as his countenance, as he advanced with a plump 
little hand extended, murmuring his r^ret for having missed 
us at his first visit. Holmes diar^arded the outstretched hand 
and locked at him with a face of granite. Milvertcsi's smile 
broadened, he shrugged his shoulders, removed his overcoat, 
folded it with great deliberation over the back of a duur, and 
then took a seat. 

*"Ilua gentlemaoP" said he, with a wave in my direction. 
"Is it discreet? Is it rightP" 

" Dr. Watson is my frimd and partner. " 

" Very good. Mr. Holmes. It is only in your client's interests 
that I protested. The matter is so veiy delicate — " 

** Dr. Watson has already heard of it. " 

"Then we can pro(»ed to business. You say that you are 
acting for Lady Eva. Has she empowraed you to accept my 
terms?" 

" What are your tenos ? " 

"Seven thousand pounds. " 

" And the alternative . ** 
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" My dear sir, it is painful for me to discuss it, but if the 

money is not paid on tlie I4th, there certainly will be no marriage 

on the 18tb. " His insufferable smile was more complacent 

than ever 

Hdmes thought for s little. 

* You appear to me, " he said, at last, " to be taking matters 
too much for granted. I am, of course, familiar with the con- 
tents of these letters. My client will certainly do what I may 
advise. I shall counsd her to tell her future husband the 
i^de stoiy, and to trust to his generosity. " 

Milverton chuckled. 

"You evidently do not know the Eari," said he. 
Fkom the baffled look upon Holmes' face, I could see dearly 
that he did. 

" What harm is there in the Idters ? " he asked. 

* Th^ are sprightly — very sprightly, " Milverton answered. 
"Tht lady was a fhitrm\ng conespondeDt But I can assure 
you that the Eari of Dovercourt would fail to appreciate them. 
However, since you think otherwise, we wiU let it rest at that. 
It is purdy a matter of busiDess. If you think that it is in the 
best interests of your client that these letters should be placed 
in the hands of the Eari, then you would indeed be foolish to 
pay so la^e a sum of money to regain them. " He rose and 
aozed his astrakhan coat 

Hcdmes was grey with anger and mortificatioii. 

" Wut a little, " he said. *' You go too fast. We should cct- 
talnly make every effort to avoid scandal in so delicate a mat- 
ter.* 

Milverton relapsed into his duur. 

" I was sure that you would see it in that light, " he purred. 

" At the same time, * Holmes continued, " Lady Eva is not a 
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wealthy woman. I assure you that two thousand pounds would 
be a diain upon her resources, and that the sum you name is 
utt«ly beyond her power. I b^. therefore, that you will mod- 
erate your demands, and that you will return the letters at the 
price I indicate, which is, I assure you, the highest that you can 

Milverton's smile broadened and his eyes twinkled humor^ 
ously. 

" I am aware that what you say is true about the lady's re- 
sources," sud he. **At the same time you must admit that 
the occasion of a lady's marriage is a very suitable time for her 
friends aad relatives to make some little effort uptm her behalf. 
Tliey may hesitate as to an acceptable wedding present Lrt 
me assure them that this little bundle of letters would give more 
jay than alt the candelabra and butteiniishes in London. ** 

"It is impoBsible, " said Holmes. 

"Dear me, dear me, how unfortunate I" cried Milverton, 
taking out a bulky pocket-hoc^. " I cannot help thinking that 
ladies are iU-advised in not moving an effort Look at UusI" 
"Be held up a little note with a ooat-of-arms upon the envdt^w. 
"That belongs to — well, perhaps it is hardly fair to tell the 
name until to-morrow morning. But at that time it will be in 
the hands of the lady's husband. And all because she will not 
find a beggarly sum which she could get by turning her dia- 
monds into paste. It it such a pi^ I Now, you remember &e 
sudden end of the oigagement betwem the Htmoorable tfiss 
&Qes and Colonel Dorking F Only two days b^ore the wed- 
ding, there was a paragraph in the Morning Poit to say that it 
was all off. And why P It is almost incredible, but the absurd 
sum of twdve hundred pounds would have settled the whde 
queatioD. b it not [dtiful ? And here I find you, a man of 
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seiue, bfi^liiig about temu. when your client's future And hon- 
our ue at stake. You surprise me, Mr. Holmes. " 

" What I say ia true, " Holmes answered. " The money can- 
not be found. Surely it is better for you to take the substantial 
sum which I t^er than to ruin this woman's career, which can 
profit you in no way?" 

"TlieTe you make a mistake, Mr. Holmes. An exposure 
would profit me indirecUy to a considerable extent I have 
eight or toi similar cases maturing. If it was circulated among 
them that I had made a severe example of the Lady Eva, I 
should find all r^ them much more open to leasoa. You see my 
pcttnl?" 

Holmes sprang from bis chair. 

"Gret behind him, Watson!" Don't let him out! Now, sir, 
let us see the contents of that note-bode. " 

MUverton had gUded as quick as a rat to the side of the room, 
and stood with his back against the wall. 

" Mr. Holmes, Mr. Holmes, " he said, turning the front ot hu 
coat and exhibiting the butt of a la^ rerolver, which projected 
bom the imude podcet. " I have been expecting you to do 
something or^pnal. This has been done so oftoi, and what 
good has ever come from it? I assure you that I am armed to the 
teeth, and I am perfectly prepared to use my weapons, knowing 
that the law will support me. Besides, your supposition that I 
would bring the letters here in a note-book is entirely mistakm. 
I would do nothing so foolish. And now, gentlemen, I have one 
or two UtUe interviews this evening, and it ia a long drive to 
Hampstead. " He stepped forward, took up hia coat, laid his 
hand on bis revolver, and turned to the door. I [ncked up a 
chur, but Holmes shook his head, and I lud it down again. 
With a bow, a smile, and a twinkle, Mitverton was out of the 



3 by Google 



IH THE BETUBN OF SHEHUX^E HOLMES 

room, and a few momeota after we heard the slam of the car- 
riage door and the rattle of the wheels as he drove away. 

Holmes sat motionless by the fire, his hands buried deep in 
his ttouser pockets, his chin sunk upon his breast, his eyes fixed 
upon the glowing embers. For half an hour he was silent and 
still. Then, with the gesture of a man who has taken his de- 
cision, he sprang to his feet and passed into his bedroom. A 
httle later a rakisb young workman, with a goatee beard and a 
swagger, lit his clay pipe at the lamp before descending into the 
street. "I'll be back some time, Watson," sud he, and van- 
ished into the night. I understood that he had opened his cam- 
pMgn against Charies Augustus Milverton, but I litde dreamed 
the strange shape which that campaign was destined to take. " 

For some days Hcdmes came and went at all hours in this 
attire, but beyond a remark that his time was spent at Hamp- 
stead, and that it was not wasted, I knew nothing of what be 
was doing. At last, however, on a wild, tempestuous evening, 
when the wind screamed and rattled against the windows, he 
returned from his last expedition, and having removed his dis- 
guise he sat before the fire and laughed heartily in his silent 
inward fashion. 

" You would not call me a marrying man, Watson P " 

"No, indeed!" 

" You'll be interested to hear that I'm engaged. " 

" My dear fellow ! Icongrat — " 

"To Milverton's housemaid. " 

" Good Heavens, Holmes ! " 

" I wanted information, Watson. " 

" Surely you have gone too far P " 

" It was a most necessary step. I am a plumber with a rising 
business, Escott by name. I have walked out with her each 
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evening, and I have talked with her. Grood Heavens, those 
talks ! " However, I have got all I wanted. I know Milverton's 
house as I know the palm of my hukd. " 

" But the girl. Holmes ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" You can't help it, my dear Watson. You must play your 
cards as best you can when such a st^e is on the table. How- 
ever, I rejoice to say that I have a hated rival, who will certainly 
cat me out the instant that my back b turned. What a splendid 
night it is!" 

"You like this weather P" 

" It suits my purpose. Watson, I msan to bui^Ie Milver- 
ton's house to-night. " 

I had a catching of the breaUi, and my skin went cold at the 
w«Hds, which were slowlyuttered in a tone of coocentrated reso< 
lution. As a flash of Ughtning in the night shows up in an in- 
stant eveiy detul of a wild landscape, so at one glance I seemed 
to see every possible result of such on action — the detection, the 
capture, the honoured career ending in irreparable failure and 
disgrace, my friend himself lying at the mercy of the odious 
MilverttHt. 

"For Heaven's sake. Holmes, think what you are doing," I 
cried. 

" My dear fellow, I have ^ven it every consideration. I am 
never precipitate in my actions, nor would I adopt so enei^etic 
and, indeed, so dangerous a course, if any other were possible. 
Let us look at the matter clearly and fairiy. I suppose that you 
will admit that the action is morally justifiable, though tedmic- 
slly criminal. To bui{^e his house is no more than to forcibly 
take his pocket-book — an action in which you were prepared 
to ud me. " 
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I turned it over in my mind. 

" Yes, " I said, " it is morally justifiable so long as our object 
b to take no articles save those which are used for an illegal 
purpose." 

" Exactly. Since it is morally justifiable, I have only to con- 
sider the question of personal risk. Surely a gentleman should 
not lay much stress upon this, when a lady is in moat desperate 
need of his help P " 

" You will be in such a false position. " 

"Well, that b part of the risk. There b no other possible 
way of r^aining these letters. The unfortunate lady has not 
the money, and there are none of her people in whom she could 
confide. To-morrow b the last day of grace, and unless we can 
get the letters to-night, thb villain will be as good as his word 
and will bring about her ruin. I must, therefore, abandon my 
client to her fate or 1 must play thb last card. Between our- 
selves, Watson, it's a sporting duel between thb fellow Milver- 
ton and me. He had, as you saw, the best of the first exchanges, 
but my self-respect and my reputation are concerned to fight it 
to a finish. " 

" Well, I don't like it, but I suppose it must be, " aaid I. 
" When do we start ? " 

" You are not coming. " 

" Then you are not going, " said I. " I give you my word of 
honour — and I never broke it in my life — that I will take a 
cab straight to the police-station and give you away, unless 
you let me share this adventure with you. " 

"You can't help me. " 

" How do you know that P You can't tell what may happen. 
Anyway, my resolution b taken. Other people beside you have 
self-respect, and even reputations. " 
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Holmes had looked annoyed, but hia brow cleared, and he 
dapped me on the shoulder. 

"Well, well, my dear fellow, be it so. We have shared this 
same room for some years, and it would be ■'""■'"g if we ended 
by sharing the same cell. You know, Watson, I don't mind 
ctHifesaing to yon that I have always hod an idea that I would 
have made a highly efficient criminal. This is the chance <^ my 
lifetime in that direction. See here!" He took a neat little 
leather case out of a drawer, and opening it he exhibited a num- 
ber of shining instruments. "This is a first-class, up-to-date 
burgling kit, with nickel-plated jemmy, diammd-tipped glass- 
cutter, adaptable keys, and every modem improvem^it whidi 
the Diard) of civilizatioD demands. Here, too, is my darit 
lantern. Everything is in order. Have you a pair of nlent 
shoes P" 

" I have rubber-soled tennis shoes. " 

" Ezcdlent ! And a mask P " 

" I can make a couple out of black nlk. ** 

" I can see that you have a strong, natural turn for this sort of 
thing. Very good, do 3rou make the masks. We shall have 
some cold supper b^ore we start. It is now nine-thirty. At 
deven we shall drive as far as Church Row. It is a quarter c^ 
an hour's walk from there to Appledore Towers. We shall 
be at work before midnight. Milverton b a heavy sleeper, and 
retires punctually at ten-thirty. With any luck we should be 
back here by two, with the Lady Eva's letters in my podtet. " 

Holmes and I put on our dress-dothes, so that we might 
appear to be two theatre-goers homeward bound. In Ox- 
ford Stre^ we [»cked up a hansom and drove to an address 
in Hampstead. Here we paid off our cab, and with our 
great coats buttoned up, for it was bitterly cold and the wind 
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seemed to blow through us, we walked along the edge of 
the heath. 

" It's a business that needs delicate treatment, " said Hdmes. 
" lliese documents are contwned in a safe in the fellow's study, 
and the study is the ante-room of his bed-diamber. On the 
other hand, like all these stout, little men who do themselves 
well, he is a plethoric sleeper. Agatha — that's my fianeie — 
says it is a joke in the servants' hall that it's impossible to wake 
the master. He has a secretary who b devoted to his interests, 
and never budges from the study all day. That's why we are 
going at night. Then he has a beast of a dog which roams the 
garden. I met Agatha late the last two ev^iings, and she lodes 
the brute up so as to give me a clear run. This is the house, 
this big one in its own grounds. Through the gate — now to 
the right among the laureb. We might put on our masks hen, 
I think. You see, there is not a glimmer of light in any <rf the 
windows, and everything is woridng splendidly. " 

With our black silk face-coverings, which turned us into two 
of the most truculent figures in London, we stole up to the silent, 
gloomy house. A sort of tiled venmda extended along one nde 
of it, lined by several windows and two doors. 

"That's his bedroom," Holmes whispered. "This door 
opens straight into the study. It would suit us best, but it is 
bolted as well as locked, and we should make too much ntnse 
getting in. Come round here. There's a greenhouse which 
opens into the drawing-room. " 

The place was locked, but Hdmes removed a circle of glass 
and turned the key from the inside. An instant afterwards he 
had closed the door belund us, and we had become felons in the 
eyes of the law. The thick, warm air of the conservatory and 
the rich, choking fragrance of exotic plants took us by the throat 
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He seized my hand in the darkness and led me swiftly past 
banks of shrubs which brushed against our faces. Holmes had 
remarkable powers, carefully cultivated, of sedog in the dark. 
Still holding my hand in one of his, he opened a door, and I was 
vaguely conscious that we had entered a large room in which a 
dgar had been smoked not long before. He felt his way among 
the furniture, opened another door, and closed it behind us. 
Putting out my hand I felt several coats hanging from the wall, 
and I understood that I was in a passage. We passed along it, 
and Hf^es very gently opened a door upon the right-haiid side. 
Something rushed out at us and my heart sprang into my mouth, 
but I could have laughed when I realized that it was the cat. 
A fire was burning in tlus new room, and again the air was 
heavy with tobacco 8m<dce. Hdmes entered on tiptoe, waited 
for me to follow, and then very goitly closed the door. We 
were in Milverton's study, and a portiin at the farther side 
showed the entrance to his bedroom. 

It was a good fire, and the room was illumioated by it. Near 
the door I saw the gleam of an electric switch, but it was un- 
necessary, even if it bad been safe, to turn it on. At one side of 
the fireplace was a heavy curtain which covered the bay win- 
dow we had seen from outside. On the other side was the door 
which communicated with the veranda. A desk stood in the 
centre, with a turning-chair of shining red leather. Opposite 
was a large bookcase, with a marble bust of Athene on the top. 
In the comer, between the bookcase and the wall, there stood 
a tall, green safe, the firelight fl naming back from the polished 
brass knobs upon its face. Holmes stole acrosa and lotted at 
it Then he crept to the door of the bedroom, and stood with 
«l*titing head listening intently. No sound came from within. 
Meanwhile it had striidc me that it would be wise to secute 
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our retreat through the outer door, so I examined it To 
my amazement, it was neither locked nor bolted. I touched 
Holmes on the arm, and he turned his masked face in that 
direction. I saw him start, and he was evidently as sur- 
prised as I. 

"I don't like it,** he whispered, putting his lips to my very 
ear. " I cao't quite make it out. Anyhow, we have no time to 
lose." 

" Can I do anything P " 

" Yes, stand by the door. If you hear anyone come, bolt it 
on the inside, and we can get away as we came. If they come 
the other way, we can get through the door if our job is done, or 
hide behind these window curtains if it ia not Do you under- 
stand P" 

I nodded, tmd stood by the door. My first feeling of fear had 
passed away, and I thriUed now with a keener zest than I had 
ever enjoyed when .we were the defenders of the law instead 
of its d^ers. The high object of our mission, the conscious- 
oess that it was unselfish and chiToIrous, the villainous diar- 
acter of our opponent, all added to the sporting interest of the 
adventure. Far from feeling guil^, I rejoiced and exulted in 
our dangers. With a glow of admiration I watched Holmes 
unrolling his case of instruments and choosing his tool with the 
calm, sinentific accuracy of a surgeon who performs a ddicate 
operation. I knew that the opening oi safes was a particular 
hobby with him, and I understood the joy which it gave him 
to be confronted with this green and gold monster, the dragon 
which held in its maw the reputations of many fair ladies. 
Turning up the cuffs of bis dress-coat — he had placed his 
overcoat on a chair — Holmes laid out two drills, a jemmy, 
and several skeleton k^s. I stood at the centre door with my 
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ey«8 glandng at eadi of the others, ready for any emeigou^, 
though, iodeed, my jdans were somewhat vague as to what I 
should do if we were intemipted. For hdf an hour, Holmes 
wolfed with concentrated energy, laying down one tool, piddng 
up another, handling each with the strength and delicacy of the 
trained mechuiic. Finally I heard a click, the broad green 
door swung open, and inside I had a glimpse of a number of 
paper packets, eadi tied, sealed, and inscribed. Holmes judced 
one out, but it was hard to read by the flickering fire, and he 
drew out his httle dark lantern, for it was too dangerous, with 
Milverton in the next room, to switch on the electric light 
Suddenly I saw him halt, listen intently, and then in an instant 
he had Dwimg the door of the safe to, picked up his coat, stuffed 
his tools into the pockets, and darted behind the window 
curtain, motioning me to do th6 same. 

It was only when I had joined him there that 1 heard what 
had alarmed his quicker senses. Utere was a noise some- 
where within the house. A door slammed in the distance. 
Then a confused, dull murmur broke itself into the measured 
thud of heavy footsteps rapidly approaching. They were in 
the passage outside the room. They paused at the door. The 
door opened. There was a sharp snick as the electric light 
was turned on. The door closed once more, and the pungent 
reek of a strong dgar was borne to our nostrils. Then the foot- 
steps continued backwards and forwards, backwards and for- 
wards, within a few yards of us. Finally there was a cnaik 
flora a chur, and the footsteps ceased. Hien a key didted 
in a lock, and I heard the rustle of papers. 

So far I had not dared to Ioc4c out. but now I goitly parted 
the division of the curtains in front of me and peeped throu^. 
From (he pressure of Holmes' shoulder against mine, I knew 
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that be was sharing my observatioiia. ' Right in front d 
us, and almost within our reach, was the broad, rounded 
bade of Milverton. It was evident that we had entird; 
miscalculated hia movements, that he had never been to 
. his bedroom, but that he had been sitting up in some 
smoking or billiard room in the farther wing of the house, 
the windows of which we had not seen. Hb broad, grizzled 
head, with its shining patch of baldness, was in the immedi- 
ate foreground of our vision. He was leaning far back in 
the red leather chair, his legs outstretched, a long, black 
cigar projecting at an. angle from his mouth. He wore a 
semi-militajy smoking jacket, claret-coloured, with a black 
velvet collar. In his hand he held a long, legal document 
which he was reading in an indolent fashion, blowing rings of 
tobacco smoke from his lips as he did so. Iliere was no 
promise of a speedy departure in his composed bearing and 
his comfortable attitude. 

I felt Holmes' hand steal into mine and |^ve ihe a reassuring 
shake, as if to say that the situation was within his powers, and 
that he was easy in his mind. I was not sure whether he had 
Keen what was only too obvious from my position, that the door 
of the safe was imperfectly closed, and that Milverton might at 
any moment observe it. In my own mind I had deteimined 
that if I were sure, from the rigidity of his gaze, that it bad 
caught his eye, I would at once spring out, throw my great coat 
over his head, pinion him, and leave the rest to Holmes. £ut 
Milverton never lodted up. He was languidly interested by 
the papers in his hand, and page after page was turned as he 
followed the argument of the lawyer. At least, I thought, when 
he had finished the document and the cigar he will go to his 
room, but before he had reached the end of either, there came a 
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renuzkable devdopment, vhich turned our thoughts into quite 
another dutnnd. 

Sereral times I had observed that Milverton looked at hia 
watch, and onoe he had risen and sat down again, with a ges- 
ture of impatience. The idea, however, that he might have an 
appmntment at so strange an hour never occurred to me until 
a faint sound reached m; ears from the veranda outside. Mil- 
verttm dropped his p^tos and sat rigid in his chur. The 
sound was repeated, and then there came a gentle tap at the 
door. Milverton rose and opened it. 

" Well, " sud he, curtly, " you are nearly half an hour late. " 

So this was the explanation of the unlocked door and of the 
nocturnal vigil of Milverton. Tlere was the gentle rustle of a 
woman's dress. I had closed the slit between the curtains as 
Milverton's face had turned in our direction, but now I ventured 
very carefully to open it once more. He had resumed his seat, 
the cigar still projecting at an insolent angle from the comer of 
his mouth. -In front ot him, in the full glare of the electric 
light, there stood a tall, slim, daric woman, a veil over her face, 
a mantle drawn round her chin. Her breath came quick and 
fast, and every inch of the lithe figure was quivering with strong 
emotion. 

** Well, " said Milverton. " you've made me lose a good n%ht's 
rest, my dear. I hope you'll prove worth it. You couldn't 
come any other time — eh ? " 

The woman shook her head. 

" Well, if you couldn't you couldn't. If the Countess is a 
hard mistress, you have your chance to get level with her now. 
Bless the girl, what are you shivering about ? That's right 
Pull yourself together. Now, let us get down to businebs. " He 
took a note-book from the drawer of his desk. " You say that 
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you have five letters which compromiae the Countess d' Albert. 
You want to sell them. I want to buy them. So far so good. 
It only remuns to fix a price. I should want to inspect the 
letters, of course. It they are really good spedmens — Great 
Heavens, is it you ? " 

The woman, withoutaword, had raised her veil and dn^iped 
the mantle from her chin. It was a daric, handsome, clear-cut 
face wbicli confronted Milverton — a face with a curved nose, 
strong, daric eyebrows shading hard, glittering eyes, wid a 
straight, thin-lipped mouth set in a dangerous smile. 

** It is I, " she said, " the woman whose life you have ruined." 

Milverton laughed, but fear vibrated in his voice. " You were 
so very obstinate, " said be. " Why did you drive me to sud) 
extronities P I assure you I wouldn't hurt a fly of my own 
accord, but eveiy man has his business, and what was I to do P 
I put the price well within your means. You would not pay. " 

** So you sent the letters to my husband, and he — the noblest 
gentleman that ever lived, a man whose boots I was never 
worthy to lace — he broke his gallant heart and died. Yoa 
remember that last night, when I came through that door, I 
begged and prayed you for mercy, and you laughed in my 
face as you are trying to laugh now, only your coward heart 
cannot keep your tips from twitching ? Yes, you never thought 
to see me here again, but it was that night which taught me 
how I could meet you face to face, and alone. Well, Chariea 
Milverton, what have you to say ? " 

** Don't imagine that you can bully me, " said he, rising to his 
feet " I have only to raise my voice, sod I could call my serv- 
ants and have you arrested. But I will make allowance tia 
your natural anger. Leave the room at once as you came, and 
I wiB say no more." 
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The woman stood with her hand buried in her bowHU, and the 
same deadly smile on her thin Hps. 

" You will ruin no more lives as you have ruined mine. You 
wiU wring DO more hearts as you wrung mine. I will fne the 
worid of a pwsonous thing. Take that, you hoimd — and that ! 
— and that 1 — and that ! — and that 1 " 

She had drawn a little gleaming revolver, and emptied band 
after barrel into Milverton's body, the muzzle within two feet <rf 
his shirt front. He shrank away and then fell forward upon the 
table, coughing furiously and clawing among the papers. Then 
he Bta^;ered to his feet, received tmother shot, and loUed 
uptm the floor. " You've done me," he cried, wid lay still. The 
woman looked at him intently, and ground her hed into his 
upturned face. She looked again, but there was no sound 
or movement. I heard a sharp rustle, the night wr blew into 
^ heated room, toid the avenger was gone. 

No interference upon our part could have saved the man from 
his fate, but, as the woman poured bullet after bullet into Mil- 
verton's shrinking body I was about to spring out, when I 
felt Holmes' cold, strong grasp upon my wrist. I understood 
the whole argument of that firm, restraining grip — that it 
was no affair of ours, that justice had overtaken a villain, that 
we had our own duties and our own objects, which were not to 
be lost sight of. But hardly had the woman rushed from the 
room when Holmes, with swiR, silent steps, was over at the 
other door. He turned the key in the lode. At the same 
instant we heard voices in the house and the sound of hurrying 
feet. The revolver shots had roused the household. With 
perfect coolness Holmes slipped across to the safe, filled his 
two arms with bundles of letters, and poured them aU into the 
fire. Again and again he did it, until the safe was empty. 
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Someone turned the Iwodle, and beat upon the outside <^ the 
door. Hohnes looked swiftly round. The letter which hod 
been the messenger of death for Milveiton lay, all mottled 
.with his blood, upon the table. H<^es tossed it in among 
the blazing papers. Then he drew the key from the outer door, 
passed through after me, and locked it on the outside. "This 
way, Watstm," said he, "we can scale the garden wall in tlus 
direction. " 

I could not have believed that an alarm could have spread so 
swiftly. Looking back, the huge house was one blaze of light. 
The front door was open, and figures were rushing down the 
drive. The whole garden was alive with people, and one fel- 
low raised a view-halloa as we eme^ed from the venuda and fol- 
lowed hard at our heels. Holmes seemed to know the grounds 
perfectly, and he threaded his way swiftly amot^ a pUntation 
of small trees, I close at bis heels, and our foremost pursuer 
pantii^ behind us. It was a six-foot wall which barred our 
path, but he sprang to the top and over. As I did the same I 
felt the hand of the man behind me grab at my ankle, but I 
kicked myself free md scrambled over a grass-strewn coping. 
I fell upon my face among some bushes, but H<Jmes had me 
on my feet in an instant, and together we dashed away across 
tiie huge expanse of Hampsteod Heath. We had run two miles, 
I suppose, before Hfdmes at last halted and listened intently. 
All was absolute silence behind us. We had shaken off our 
pursuers and were safe. 

We had breakfasted and were smoking our morning ppe on 
the day after the remarkable experience which I have recorded, 
when Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, very solemn and im- 
pressive, was ushered into our modest sitting-nxHQ. 
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"Good morning, Mr. Holmes," said he; "good morning. 
May I ask if you are very busy just now ? " 

" Not too busy to listen to you. " 

" I thouglit that, periiaps, if you had nothing particular on 
hand, you might care to assist us in a most remarkable case, 
which occurred only last night at Hampstead. " 

"Dearme!" saidHolmes. " What was that ? " 

" A murder — a most dramatic and remarkable murder. I 
know how keen you are upon these things, and I would take it 
as a great favour if you would step down to Appledore Towers, 
and give us the ben^t of your advice. It is no ordinary crime. 
We have had our eyes upon this Mr. Milverton for some time, 
and, between ourselves, he was a bit of a villain. He is known 
to have held papers which he used for blackmailing purposes. 
These papers have all been burned by the murderers. No ar> 
tide of value was taken, as it is probable that the criminals were 
men of good position, whme sole abject was to prevent social 
exposure." 

"Criminals?" sud Holmes. "Plural?" 

" Yes, there were two of them. They were as neariy as pos- 
fflble captured red-handed. We have their footmarks, we 
have their description, it's ten to one that we trace them. The 
first fdlow was a bit too active, but the second was caught by 
the under-gardner, and only got away after a stru^le. He 
was a middle-sized, strongly built man — square jaw, thick 
neck, moustache, a mask over his eyes. " 

" That's rather vague, " sud Sheriock Holmes. " Why, it 
might be a description <rf Watson ! " 

" It's true, " said the inspector, with amusement " It nught 
be a description of Watson. " 

" Well, I'm afraid I can't help you, Lestrade, " said Holmes. 
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" The fact is that I knew this fellow MilTcrton, that I cmsideied 
him one of the most dangerous men in London, and that I 
think there are certain crimes which the law cannot touch, and 
irtuch ther^OK, to some extent, justify private revenge. No. 
it's no use arguing. I have made up mj mind. My sympa- 
thies are with the criminals rather than with the victim, and I 
will not handle thb case. " 

Hohnes had not said one word to me about the tragedf wUeh 
we had witnessed, but I observed all Uie morning that he was in 
his most thoughtful mood, and he gave me the impressioti, from 
his vacant eyes and his abstracted manner, of a man who is 
striving to recall something to his memory. We were in the 
middle of our lunch, when he suddenly sprang to his feet " By 
Jove, Wataon, I've got it!" he cried. "Take your hat! Come 
with me ! " He hurried at his top speed down Baker Street and 
along Oxford Street, until we had almost reached R^ent Cir- 
cus. Here, on the left hand, there stands a shop window filled 
with phott^raphs of the celebrities and beauties of the day. 
Holmes' eyes fixed themsdves upon one of them, and follow- 
ing his gaze I saw the picture of a regal and statdy lady in Court 
dress, with a high diamond tiara upon her noble head. I 
looked at that delicately curved nose, at the marked eydt>row8, 
at the strught mouth, and the strong HtUe chin beneath it. 
Then I caught my breath as I read the time-honoured title of 
the great nobleman and statesman whose wife she had been. 
My eyes met those of Holmes, and he put his finger to bis 
lips as we turned away hom the window. 
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TH^ ADVENTURE OP 
THE SIX NAPOLEONS 

It was no very unuaual tliiiig for Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland 
Yard, to look in upon us of an evening, and his visits were 
welcome to Sheriock Holmes, for they enabled him to keep in 
touch with all that was going on at the poUce headquarters. 
In return for the news which Lestrade would bring. Holmes 
was always ready to listen with attention to the details of any 
case upon which the detective was engaged, and was able occa- 
sionally, without any active interference, to give some hint or 
suggestion drawn from his own vast knowledge and experience. 

On this particular evening, Lestrade had spoken of the 
weather and the newspapers. Thai he had fallen silent, puf- 
fing thoughtfully at hb cigar. Holmes lodced keenly at him. 

" Anything remarkable on hand ? " he asked. 

"Oh, no, Mr. Holmes — nothing very particular." 

"Then tell me about it." 

Lestrade laughed. 

"Well, Mr. Hdmes, there is no use denying that there u 
something on my mind. And yet it is such an absurd business, 
that I hesitated to bother you about it. On the other hand, 
although it is trivial, it is undoubtedly queer, and I know that 
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you have a taste for all that a out of tke conunon. But, in mj 

opinion, it comes more in Dr. Watson's line than ouis." 

" Disease P " said I. 

"Madness, anyhow. And a queer madness, too. You 
wouldn't think there was anjoae living at this time of day who 
hod such a hatred of Napoleon the First (hat he would break 
any image of him that he could see." 

Holmes sank back in his chair. 

" Tliat's no business of mine," said he. 

"Exactly. That's what I aaid. But then, when the man 
commits burglary in order to break images which are not his 
own, that brings it away from the doctor and on to the police- 
Holmes sat up again. 

"Burglary! This is more interestiog. Let me hear the 
details." 

Lestrade todc out his official note-book, and refreshed his 
memory from its pages. 

"The first case reported was four days ago," sud he. "It 
was at the shop of Morse Hudson, who has a place for the sale 
of pictures and statues in the Kennington Road. The assistant 
had left the front shop for an instant, when he heard a crash, 
and hurrying in be found a {faster bust of Napoleon, whidi 
stood with several other works of art upon the counter, lying 
shivered into fragments. He rushed out into the road, but, 
although several passers-by declared that they had noticed 
a man run out of the shop, he could neither see anyone nor 
could he find any means of identifying the rascal. It seemed to 
be one of those senseless acts of Hooliganism which occur from 
time to time, and it was reported to the constable on the beat 
as such. The plaster cast was not worth more than a few shil- 
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Ud^, and the vhole affur appeared to be too childish for any 
particular investigation. 

" The second case, however, was more serious, and also more 
angular. It occurred only last night. 

"In Kennington Road, and within a few hundred yards of 
Morse Hudson's shop, there lives a well-known medical prac- 
titioner, named Dr. Bamicot, who has one of the largest prac- 
tices upon the south side of the Thames. His residence and 
principal consulting-room is at Kennington Road, but he has 
a branch suigery and dispensary at Lower Brixton Road, two 
miles away. This Dr. Bamicot is an enthusiastic admirer of 
Napoleon, and his house is full of books, pictures, and relics 
(rf the French Emperor. Some little time ago he purchased 
bom Morse Hudscm two duplicate plaster casts of the famous 
head <rf Napoleon by the French sculptor, Devine. One of 
these he placed in his hall in the house at Kennington Road, 
and the other on the mantelpiece of the surgery at Lower Brix- 
ton. Well, when Dr. Bamicot came down this morning he 
was astonished to find that his house had been burgled during 
the nig^t, but that nothing had been taken save the plaster 
head from the lu^. It had been carried out and had been 
dashed savagely against the garden wall, under which its 
splintered fragments were discovered." 

Holmes rubbed his hands. 

" This is certainly very novel," aaid he. 

"I thought it would please you. But I have not got to the 
Old yet. Dr. Bamicot was due at his surgery at twelve o'clock, 
and you can imagine his amazement when, on arriving there, 
he found that the window had been opened in the night, and 
that the broken pieces of his second bust were strewn all over 
the room. It had be«n smashed to atoms where it stood. In 
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nether case were there any signa which could give us a due as 
to the criminal or lunatic who had done the mischief. Now, 
Mr. Holmes, you have got the facts." 

"They are singular, not to say grotesque," said Holmes. 
" May I ask whether the two busts smashed in Dr. Barnicot'a 
rooms were the exact duphcatea of the one which was destroyed 
in Morse Hudson's shop P " 

"They were taken from the same mould." 

" Such a fact must tdl against the theory that the man who 
breaks them is influenced by any general hatred ot Napoleon. 
Considering how many hundreds of statues of the great Em- 
peror must exist in London, it is too much to suppose such a 
cfuncidence as that a promiscuous iccoiodast should chance 
to begin upon three specimais of the same bust" 

" Well, I thought as you do." said Lestrade. " On the otha 
hand, this Morse Hudson is the purveyor of busts in that part 
of LondfHi. and these three were the ooij ones whidi had beoi 
in his shop for years. So, although, as you say, there are many 
hundreds of statues in London, it is very probable that these 
three were the only ones in that district. Therefore, a local 
fanatic would b^;iii with th^o. What do you think. Dr. 
Watson?" 

" There are no limits to the possibilities of monomania," I 
answered. " There is the condition which the modem French 
psychologists have called the ' id^ fixe,' which may be trifling 
in character, and accompanied by complete sanity in every 
other way. A man who had read deeply about Napoleon, or 
who had possibly received some hereditary family injury 
through the great war, might conceivably form such an ' id£e 
fixe* and under its influence be capable ot any fantastic out- 
rage." 
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"That won't do, mj dear Watsoh," said Holmea, shakiiig 
his head, " for no amount of ' idee fixe ' would enable your in- 
teresting monomaniac to find out where these busts were situ- 
ated." 

" Well, how do you explain it ? " 

" I don't att^npt to do so. I would only observe that there 
is a certain method in the gentleman's eccentric proceedings. 
For example, in Dr. Bamicot's hall, where a sound might 
arouse the family, the bust was taken outside before being 
broken, whereas in the surgery, where there was less danger 
of an alarm, it was smashed where it stood. The affur seems 
absurdly trifling, and yet I dare caU nothing trivial when I 
reflect that some of my most dassic cases have had the leaAt 
promising commencement You will remember, Watson, how 
the dreadful business of the Abemetty family was first brought 
to my notice by the depth which the parsley had sunk into the 
butter upon a hot day. I can't afford, therefore, to smile at 
your three broken busts, Lestrade, and I shall be very much 
obliged to you if you will let me hear of any fresh develop- 
ment of so singular a chain of events." 

The development for whidi my friend had asked came in a 
quicker and an infinitely more tragic form than he could have 
imagined. I was still dressing in my bedroom next monung, 
when there was a tap at the door and Holmes entered, a tele- 
gram in his hand. He read it aloud ; — 

" Come instantly, 131, Pitt Street, EensingtOQ. — Lestrade." 

"What is it, thenP" I asked. 

" Don't know — may be anything. But I suspect it is the 
sequd of the story of the statues. In that case our friend, the 
image-breaker, has begun operations in another quarter of 
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London. There's coffee i>n the table, Watson, and I have a 

cab at the door." 

In half an hour we had reached Pitt Street, a quiet little 
backwater just beside one of the briskest currents of LondiHi 
life. No. ISl was one of a row, all flat-chested, respectable, 
and most unromantic dwellings. As we drove up, we found the 
railings in front of the house lined by a curious crowd. Holmes 
whistled. 

"By Geoi^e! it's attempted murder at the least. Nothing 
less will hold the London message-boy. Tliere's a deed of 
violence indicated in that fellow's round shoulders and out- 
stretdied neck. What's this, Watson ? The top steps swilled 
down and the other ones dry. Footsteps enough, anyhowl 
Well, well, there's Lestrade at the front window, and we shall 
soon know all about it." 

The official received us with a very grave face and showed 
us into a sitting-room, where an exceedingly unkempt and 
agitated elderiy man, dad in a flannel dressing-gown, was 
pacing up and down. He was introduced to us as the owner ot 
the house — Mr. Horace Harker, ot the Central Press Syndi- 
cate. 

"It's the Napoleon bust business again," sud Lestrade. 
"You seemed interested last night, Mr. Holmes, so I thought 
perhaps you would be glad to be present now that the affair 
has taken a very much graver turn," 

" What has it turned to, then ? " 

"To murder. Mr. Harker, will you tell these gentlemen 
exactly what has occurred P " 

The man ia the dressing-gown turned upon us with a most 
melancholy face. 

"It's an extraordinary thing," said he, "that aU my life I 
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have been collectiiig other people's news, and now that a real 
piece of news has come my own way I am 90 confused and 
bothered that I can't put two words together. If I had come 
in here as a journalist, I shoiild have interviewed myself and 
had two columns in every evening paper. As it is, I am giving 
away valuable copy by telling my story over and over to a 
string of different people, and I can make no use of it myself. 
However, I've heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and 
if you'll only explain this queer business, I shall be paid for my 
trouble in telling you the atory." 

Holmes sat down and listened. 

" It all seems to centre round that bust of Napoleon which 
I bou^t for this very room about four months ago. I {ncked 
it up cheap from Harding Brothers two doors from the High 
Stre^ Station. A great deal of my journalistic woik is done 
at night, and I often write until the eariy morning. So it was 
to-day. I was sitting in my dea, whidi is at the back of the 
top fA the house, about three o'clock, when I was convinced 
that I heard some sotmds downstairs. I listened, but they 
were not repeated, and I concluded that tfacy came from 
outside. Then suddenly, about five minutes later, there came 
a most horrible yell — the most dreadful sound, Mr. Holmes, 
that ever I heard. It will ring in my ears as long as I live. I 
sat frozen with horror for a minute or two. Ilien I sdzed the 
[xtker and went downsturs. When I entered this room I found 
the window vride open, and I at once observed that the bust 
was gone from the manteljuece. Why any bui^lar should take 
sudi a thing passes my understanding,' for it was only a 
{faster cast, and of no real value whatever. 

"You can see for yourself that anyone going out through 
that opm window could reach the front doorstep by taking a ^ 
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long stride. Thia was clearlj what the burglar had done, so I 
went round and opened the door. Stepping out into the dark, 
I nearly fell over a dead man, who was lying there. I ran back 
for a light, and there was the poor fellow, a great gash in his 
throat and the whole place swimming in blood. He lay on his 
back, his knees drawn up, and his mouth horribly opoi. I 
shall see him in my dreams. I had just time to blow on my 
pohce-whistle, and thai I must have fainted, for I knew noth- 
ing more until I found the policeman standing over me in the 
hall." 

" Wdl, who was the murdered man ? " asked Holmes. 

"There's nothing to show who he was," sudLestrade. "You 
shall see the body at the mortuary, but we have made nothing 
of it up to now. He is a tall man, sunburned, very powerful, 
not more than thirty. He is pooriy dressed, and yet does not 
appear to be a labourer. A horn-handled clasp knife was lying 
in a pod of blood beside him. Whether it was the weapon 
which did the deed, or whether it belonged to the dead man, 
I do not know. There was no name on his clothing, and noth- 
ing in his podcets save an apple, some string, a shilling map of 
I/mdon, and s [diotograph. H&x it is." 

It was evidently taken by a snap-shot from a small camera. 
It represented an alert, sharp-featured simian man, with thidc 
eyebrows and a very peculiar projectdon of the lower part of 
the face, like the muzzle of a baboon. 

" And what became of the bust P " asked Holmes, aft^ a care- 
ful study erf this picture. 

"We had news of it just before you came. It has been 
found in the front garden of an empty house in Campden 
House Boad. It was broken into fragments. I am going 
roond now to see it. Will you come f " 
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** Certainly. I muat just take one look round." He examioed 
the earpet and the window. " The fellow had either veiy long 
legs or was a most active man," said he. "With an area be- 
neath, it was no mean feat to reach that window-ledge and open 
that window. Getting back was comparatively simple. Are 
you coming with us to see the remains of your bust, Mr. Bar> 
ker?" 

The disconsolate journalist bad seated himself at a writing- 
table. 

"I must try and make something of it," said he, "though 
I have no doubt that the Brat editions of the evening papers are 
out already with full details. It's like nty luck ! You rranem- 
ber whoi the stand fcjl at Doncaster P Well, I was the cmly 
journalist in the stand, and my journal the (mly one that had no 
account of it, for I was too shaken to write it And now I'll 
be too late with a murder done on my own doorstep." 

As we left the room, we heard his pen travelling shrilly over 
the foolscap. 

The spot where the fragments of the bust had been found 
was only a few hundred yards away. For the first time our eyes 
rested upon this presentment of the great Emperor, whidi 
seemed to nuse such frantic and destructive hatred in the mind 
of the unknown. It lay scattered, in splintered shards, upon 
the grass. Holmes pidced up several of them and examined 
them carefully. I was convinced, favm his intent face and his 
purposeful manner, that at last he was upon a clue. 

" Wdl ? " asked Lestrade. 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

" We have a long way to go yet," siud he. " And yrf — and 
yet — well, we have some suggestive facts to act upon. The 
possession of this trifling bust was worth mora, in the c^es of 
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thia strange criminal, than a human life. That is one point. 
Tlien there ia the singular fact that he did not break it in the 
house, or immediately outside the house, if to break it was his 
sole object." 

"He was rattled and bustled by meeting this other fellow. 
He hardly knew what he was doing." 

'* Wdl, that's likely enough. But I wish to call your atten- 
tion very particulariy to the position of this house in the garden 
of which the bust was destroyed." 

Lestrade looked about him. 

" It was an emply house, and so he knew that he would not 
be disturbed in the garden." 

"Yes, but there is another empty house farther up the street 
whidi he must have passed before he came to this one. Why 
did he not break it there, since it ia evident that every yard 
that he carried it increased the risk of someone meeting him ? " 

" I give it up," said Lestrade. 

Holmes pointed to the street lamp above our heads. 

"He could see what he was doing here, and he could not 
there. That was his reason." 

"By Jove! that's true," said the detective. "Now that I 
come to think of it. Dr. Bamicot's bust was broken not far 
from his red lamp. Wdl, Mr. Holmes, what are we to do with 
that fact 7" 

" To remember it — to docket it. We may come on some- 
thing later which will bear upon it. What steps do you pro- 
pose to take now, Lestrade ? " 

" The most practical way of gettii^ at it, in my ojHnion, is 
to identify the dead man. There should be no difficulty about 
that. Whoi we have found who he is and who his associates 
are, we should have a good start in learning what he was doing 
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in Ktt Street last night, aad who it was who met him and killed 
him on the doorstep of Mr. Horace HaHcer. Don't you think 

BO?" 

" No doubt; and yet it is not quite the way in which I shouM 
approach the case." 

" What would you do then ?" 

" Oh, you must not let me influence you in any way. I sug- 
gest that you go on your line and I on mine. We can compare 
notes afterwards, and each will su]q>lement the other." 

" Very good," said Lestrade. 

" If you are going back to Pitt Street, you might see Mr. 
Horace Hariter. Tell him from me that I have quite made up 
my mind, and that it is certtun that a dangerous homicidal 
lunatic, with Napoleonic ddusions, was in his house last m^V 
It win be uadul for his article." 

Lestrade stared. 

" You don't seriously beliere that ? " 

Holmes smiled. 

"Don't IP Well, perhaps I don't But I am sure that it 
will interest Mr. Horace Harker and the subaciibera of the 
Central Press Syndicate. Now, Watson, I think that we shall 
find that we have a long and rather complex day's woric before 
us. I should be glad, Lestrade, if you could make it convaiient 
to meet us at Baker Street at six o'clock this evening. Until 
then I should like to keep this photograph, fotmd in the dead 
man's pocket It is possible that I may have to ask your com- 
pany and assistance upon a small expedition which will have 
to be undertaken to-night, if my chain of reasoning should 
prove to be correct Until then, good-bye and good luck ! " 

Sheriock Holmes and I walked tt^ether to the Kigh Street, 
where we stopped at the shop of Harding Brothers, whence 
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the bust had been puichssed. A young assistiutt informed ua 
that Mr. Harding would be absent until after noon, and that be. 
was himself a newcomer, who could give us no informatifHa. 
Holmes' face showed his disappointment and annoyance. 

" WeU, well, we can't expect to have it all our own way, Wat- 
son," he said, at last. " We must oome back in the afternoon, 
if Mr. HanHing will not be here until then. I am, as you have 
no doubt surmised, endeavouring to trace these busts to their 
source, in order to find if there is not something pecnliar which 
may account for their remarkable fate. Let us make for Mr. 
Morse Hudson, of the Kennington Road, and see if he can 
throw any light upon the problem." 

A drive of an hour brought us to the picture^ealer's estab- 
lishment. He was a small, stout man with a red face and a 
peppery manner. 

"Yea, air. On my very counter, air," said he. "What we 
pay rates and taxes for I don't know, when any ruffian can 
come in and break one's goods. Yes, sir, it was I who sold 
Dr. Bamicot his two statues. Di^raceful sir! A Nihilist 
plot — that's what I make it No one but an anarcJiist would 
go about breaking statues. Red republicans — that's what I 
call 'em. Who did I get the statues from P I don't see what 
that has to do with it. Wdl, if you really want to know, I got 
them from Gelder and Co., in Church Street, Stepney. They 
are a well-known bouse in the trade, and have been this twenty 
years. How maoy had I ? Three — two and one are three — 
two of Dr. Bamicot's, and one smashed in broad daylight oo 
my own counter. Do I know that photograph P No, I don't. 
Yes, I do, though. Why, it's Beppo. He was a kind (A 
Italian [uece-woik man, who made himself useful in the shop. 
He could carve a bit and gild and frame, and do odd jobs. The 
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fdtow Idt me last week, and Fve heard nothing of him since. 
No, I don't know where he came from nor where he went to. 
I had nothing against him while he was here. He was gcme 
two daja before the bust was smashed." 

"Wdl, that's all we could leasonabfy expect from Morse 
Hudson," said Holmes, as we emeiged tiom the shop. " We 
have this Beppo as a common factor, both in Kenuington and 
in Kensington, so that is worth a ten-mile drive. Now, Wat- 
son, let us make for Gdder and Co., of Stepnej, the source 
and ori^ of the busts. I shall be surprised if we don't get 
some help down there." 

In rapid succession we passed throu^ the fringe <^ fashion- 
able London, hotd London, theatrical London, hterary Lon- 
don, commercia] IxHidon, and, finally, maritime London, till 
we came to a riveraide city of a hundred thousand souls, where 
the tenement houses swelter and reek with the outcasts of 
Europe. Here, in a broad thoroughfare, once the abode of 
wealthy Ci^ merchants, we found the sculpture works for 
which we searched- Outside was a considerable yard full ai 
monumental masonry. Inside was a large room in which 
fifty woricers were carving or moulding. The manager, a big 
blonde German, received us dviUy, and gave a dear answer to 
all Holmes' questions. A refer^ice to bis books showed 
that hundreds of casts had been taken from a marble copy of 
Devine's head of Napoleon, but that the three which had be^i 
sent to Morse Hudson a year or so before had been half of a 
batch of six, the other three being sent to Harding Brothers, of 
Kensington. There was no reason why those six should be 
different to any of the other casts. He could suggest no pos- 
sible cause why anyone should wish to destroy them — in 
fact, he laughed at the idea. Thdr wholesale price was ax 
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Bhillinga, but the retuler would get twelve or more. He cast 
was taken in two moulds from each side of the face, and then 
these two profiles of plaster of Paris were joined together to 
make the complete bust The work was usually done by 
Ityliuis, in the room we were in. When finished, the busts 
were put on a table in the passage to dry, and aftmrards 
stored. That was all he could tell us. 

But the production of the photograph had a remaritable 
effect upon the manager. His face flushed with anger, and 
his brows knotted over his blue Teutonic eyes. 

"Ah, the rascal!" he cried. "Yes, indeed, I know him 
very well. This has always been a respectable establishment, 
and the only time that we have ever had the police in it was 
over this very fellow. It was more than a year ago now. He 
knifed another Italian in the street, and then he came to the 
works with the police on bis heels, and he was taken here. 
Beppo was his name — his second name I never knew. Serve 
me right for engapng a man with such a face. But he was a 
good workman — one of the best" 

"What did he get?" 

"The man lived and he got off with a year. I have no 
doubt be is out now, but he has not dared to show his nose 
here. We have a cousin of his here, and I dare say he could 
tell you where he is.' 

" No, no," cried Hdmes, " Dot a word to the cousin — not 
a word, I b«g of you. The matter is very important, and the 
farther I go with it, the more important it seems to grow. When 
you r^erred in your ledger to the sale of thoae casts I observed 
that the date was June Srd lA last year. Could you give me 
the date when Beppo was arrested P " 

"I coidd tdl you roughly by the pay-list," tbe manager 
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answered. "Yes," he contmued, after some turning orer of 
pages, " he was paid last on May 20th." 

"Thank you," sud Holmes. "I don't think that I need in- 
trude upon your time and patience any more." With a last 
irard of caution that he should say nothing as to our re- 
searches, we turned our faces westward once more. 

The afternoon was far advanced before we were able to 
snatch a hasty luncheon at a restaurant. A news-bill at the 
entrance announced "Kensington Outrage. Murder by a 
Madman," and the contents of the paper showed that Mr. 
Horace Harker had got his account into print after all. Two 
columns were occupied with a highly s^isatioual and flowery 
rendering of the whole incident. Holmes propped it agiunst 
the cruet-stand and read it while he ate. Once or twice be 
chuckled. 

"This is all right, Watson," sud he. "Listen to this: 'It 
is satisfactory to know that there can be no difference of opinion 
upon this case, since Mr. Lestrade, one of the most experienced 
members of the official force, and Mr. Sheriock H<4mes, the 
well-known ccaisulting expert, have each come to the exclu- 
sion that the grotesque series of inddents, whidi have ended in 
so tragic a fashion, arise from lunacy rather than from ddib- 
erate crime. No explanation save mental aberration can cover 
the facts.' The Press, Watson, is a most valuable institution, 
if you only know how to use it. And now, if you have quite 
finished, we will hark back to Kensington, and see what the 
manager of Harding Brothers has to aay on the matter." 

The founder of that great emporium proved to be a brisk, 
crisp little person, very dapper and quick, with a clear head 
and a ready tongue. 

" Yes, sir, I have already read the account in the evening 
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papers. Mr. Horace Haiker is a customer of ours. We sup- 
plied him with the bust some months ago. We ordered three 
busts of that sort from Gdder and Co., cX Stepney. Th^ are 
all sold DOW. To whom P Oh, I dare say by consulting our 
sales-book we could very easily tdl you. Yea, we have the 
entries here. One to Mr. Haricer, you see, and one to Mr. 
Josiah Brown, of Laburnum Lodge, Laburnum Vale, Chiswick, 
and one to Mr. Sand^ord, of Lower Grove Road, Reading. 
No, I have never seen tlus face which you show me in the 
phott^raph. You would hardly foiget it, would you, sir, for 
I've seldom seen an uglier. Have we any Italians on the staff P 
Yes, sir, we have several among our workpeople and cleaners. 
I dare say they might get a peep at that sales-book if they 
wanted to. lliere is no particular reason for keeping a watch 
upon that book. Well, welt, it's a very strange business, and 
I hope that you will let me know if anything comes of your 
inquiries." 

Holmes had taken several notes during Mr. Harding's evi- 
dence, and I could see that he was thoroughly satisfied by the 
turn which affairs were taking. He made no remark, however, 
save that, unless we hurried, we should be late for our appoint- 
ment with Lestrade. Sure enou^^, when we reached Baker 
Street the detective was already there, and we found him pacing 
up and down in a fever cS impatience. His look of importance 
showed that his day's work had not been in vain. 

" Wdl ? " he asked. " What luck, Mr. Hohnes ? " 

" We have had a very busy day, and not entirely a wasted 
one," my friend explained. "We have seen both the retailers 
and also the wholesale manufacturers. I can trace each of 
the busts now from the begimiing." 

"The bustsl" cried Lestrade. "Well, wdl, you have your 
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own methods, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and it is Dot for me to 
say a word against them, but I think I have done a better day's 
woik than you. I have identified the dead man." 

" You don't say so ? " 

" And found a cause for the crime." 

"Splendid!" 

" We have an inspetdor who makes a spedalify of SafFroo 
Hill and the Italian Quarter. Well, this dead man had some 
Catholic emblem round his nedc, and that, along with his col- 
our, made me think he was from the South. Inspector Hill 
knew him the momoit he caught si^t of him. His name is 
Pietio Venucd, &<Mn Naples, and he is one cJ the greatest 
cut-throata in Lond(ni. He is connected with the Mafia, 
which, as you know, is a secret political society, enforcing its 
decrees by murder. Now, you see how the aSiur begins to 
clear up. The other fellow is probably an Italian also, and 
a member ot the Mafia. He has broken the rules in some 
fashion. Pietro is set upon his track. Probably the photo- 
gts[A we found in his pocket is the man himself, so that he 
may not knife the wrong person. He dogs the fellow, he sees 
him alter a house, he waits outside for him, and in the scuffle 
he reoeives his own death-wound. How is that, Mr. Sherlodc 
Holmes?" 

Holmes dapped his hands approvingly. 

"Excellrait, Lestrade, excellent!" he cried. "But I didn't 
quite follow your ezplanatioD of the destruction ttf the busts." 

"The busts! You never can get those busts out of your 
head. After all, that is nothing; pet^ larceny, six months at 
the most It is the murder that we are really investigatiDg, and 
I tell you that I am gathering all the threads into my hands." 

"And the n«rt stage?" 
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"Is a very nin[4e one. I shall go down with Hill to the 
Italian quarter, find the man whose [diotograph we have got. 
and arrest him aa the cha^ of murder. yfiX[ you crane with 

" I think not. I fancy we can attain our md in a sim[der 
way. I can't say for certun, because it all depends — wdl, 
it all depends upon a factor which is completely outside our 
control. But I have great hopes — in fact, the betting is 
exactly two to one — that if you wilt come with us to-night 
I shall be able to help you to lay him by the heels." 

" In the Italian Quarter ? " 

" No, I ttaicy Chiswick is an address whidi is more likely 
to find him. If you will come with me to Chiswidc to-night, 
liestrade. 1*11 promise to go to the Italian Quarter with you 
to-morrow, and no harm will be done by the delay. And now 
I think that a few hours' sleep would do us all good, for I do 
not propose to leave before eleven o'clock, and it is unlikely 
that we shall be back before morning. You'll dine with us, 
Lestrade, and then you are welcome to the sofa until it is time 
for us to start. In the meantime, Watson, I should be glad if 
you would ring for an express messenger, for I have a letter to 
send, and it is important that it should go at once." 

Holmes spent the evening in rummaging among the files of 
the old daily papers with which one of our lumber-rooms was 
packed. When at last he descended, it was with triumfA in 
his ^es, but he said nothing to either of us as to the result of 
his researches. For my own part, I had followed step by step 
the methods by which he had traced the various windings of 
this^ complex case, and, though I could not yrt perceive the goal 
which we would reach, I undentood cleariy that Holmes ex- 
pected this grotesque criminal to make an attempt upon the 
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two Tenuuning busts, one of which, I remembered, was at Chis- 
wick. No doubt the object of our journey was to catch him in 
the veiy act, and I could not but admire the cunning with which 
my friend had inserted a wrong clue in the evening paper, so 
as to ^ve the fdlow the idea that he could continue his scheme 
with impunity. I was not surprised when Holmes su^^ed 
that I should take my revolver with me. He had himsdf 
[Hcked up the loaded hunting-crop, whidi was his favourite 
weapon. 

A four-wheeler was at the door at deven, and in it we drove 
to a spot at the other side of Hammersmith Bridge. Here the 
cabman was directed to wait. A short walk brought us to a 
aeduded road fringed with pleasimt houses, each standing in 
its own grounds. In the light of a street lamp we read " Labur- 
num Villa" upon the gate>post <rf one of them. The occu- 
pants had evidently r^ired to rest, for all was darit save for a 
fanlight over the hall door, which shed a single blurred drcle 
on to the garden path. The wooden fence iidudt separated 
the grounds from the road threw a dense black shadow upon 
the inner side, and here it was that we crouched. 

"I fear that you'll have a long wait," Holmes whispered. 
" We may thank our stars that it is not raining. I don't think 
we can even venture to smoke to pass the time. However, 
it's a two to one chance that we get something to pay us for our 
trouble." 

It proved, however, that our vi^ was not to be so long as 
Holmes had led us to fear, and it ended in a very sudden and 
nngular fashion. In an instant, without the least sound to 
warn us (^ his coming, the garden gate swung open, and a 
lithe, dark figure, as swift and adJve as an ape, rushed up the 
garden path. We saw it whisk past the light thrown from 
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ov^ the door and disappear agunst the black shadow t^ the 
house. There was a long pause, during which we hdd our 
breath, and then a very gentle creaking sound came to our 
ean. The window was being opened. The ncnse ceased, . 
and agfun there was a long silence. The fellow was making 
his way into the house. We saw the sudden flash of a datk 
laatem inside the room. What he sought was evidently not 
there, for again we saw the flash through another blind, and 
then through another. 

" Let us get to the open window. We will nab him as he 
climbs out," Lestrade whispered. 

But before we could move, the man had eme^ed agun. As 
be came out into the glimmering patch of light, we saw that he 
carried something white under his arm. He looked stealthily 
idl round him. The silence of the deserted street reassured 
htm. Turning his back upcm us he laid down his burden, 
and the next instant there was the sound of a sharp tap, followed 
by a datter and rattle. The man was so intent upon what he 
was doing that he never heard our steps as we stole across the 
grass plot. With the bound of a tiger Holmes was on his back, 
and an instant later Lestrade and I had him by either wrist, 
and the handcuffs had been fastened. As we turned him over 
I saw a hideous, sallow face, with writhing, furious features, 
glaring up at us, and I knew that it was indeed the man of the 
photograph whom we had secured. 

But it was not our prisoner to whom Holmes was giving his 
attention. Squatted on the doorstep, he was engaged in most 
carefully examining that whidi the man had brought from the 
house. It was a bust of Napoleon, like the one which we had 
seen that morning, and it had been broken into similar frag- 
ments. Carefully Holmes held each separate shard to the light. 
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but in no way did it differ from any other shattered piece of 
jdaflter. He had just coin|4eted his esuuninatioii when the 
hatl lights flew up, the door opened, and the owner of the house, 
a jovial, rotund figure in shirt and trousers, presetted himsetf. 

" Mr. Josiah Brown, I suppose F " sud Holmes. 

" Yes, sir; and you, no doubt, are Mr. Sherlock Holmes P I 
had the note which you sent by the express messenger, and I did 
exactly what you told me. We locked every door on Hie inMde 
and awaited developments. Well, I'm very glad to see that you 
have got the rascal. I hope, gentlemen, that you will come 
in and have some refreshment" 

However, Lestrade was anxious to get his man into safe 
quarters, so within a few nunutes our cab had been summoned 
and we were all four upon our way to London. Not a word 
would our captive say, but he glared at us from the shadow of 
his matted hair, and once, when my hand seemed within his 
reach, he snapped at it like a hungry wolf. We stayed long 
enough at the police-station to learn that a search of his cloth- 
ing revealed nothing save a few shillings and a long sheath 
knife, the handle of which bore copious traces of recent blood. 

"That's all right," said Lestrade, as we parted. "Hill 
knows all these gentry, and he will give a name to him. You'll 
find that my theory of the Mafia will worit out all ri^t. But 
I'm sure I am exceedingly obliged to you, Mr. Holmes, for 
the workmanlike way in which you bud hands upon him. I 
don't quite underatand it all yet." 

"I fear it is rather too late an hour for explanations," said 
Holmes, " Besides, there are one or two details whidi are not 
finished off, and it is one of those cases which are worth work- 
ing out to the very end. If you will come round once more 
to my rooms at six o'clock to-m(»rn>w, I think I shall be able 
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to show you that even now you have not grasped the entire 
meaning of thia business, which presents some features which 
make it absolutdy original in the history of crime. If ever I 
permit you to chronicle any more of my httle problems, Wat- 
son, I foresee that you will enliven your pages by an account of 
the singular adventure of the Napoleonic busts." 

When we met again next evening, Lestrade was furnished 
with much information concerning our prisoner. His name, 
it appeared was Beppo, second name unknown. He was a 
wdl-known ne'er-do-well among the Italian colony. He had once 
been a skilful sculptor and had earned an honest living, but he 
had taken to evil courses and had twice already been in gaol — 
once for a petty theft, and once, as we had already heard, for 
stabbing a fellow-countr3mian. He could talk English perfect- 
ly well. His reasons for destroying the busts were still un- 
known, and he refused to answer any questions upon the sub- 
ject, but the police had discovered that these same busts might 
veiy wcJl have been made by his own hands, since he was 
engaged in this class of work at the establishment of Gelder 
and Co. To all this infonnatioD, much of which we already 
knew. Holmes listened with polite attention, but I, who knew 
him so well, could clearly see that his thoughts were elsewhere, 
and I detected a mixture of mingled uneasiness and expecta- 
tion beneath that mask which he was wont to assume. At 
last he started in his chur, and his eyes brightened. There 
had been a ring at the bell. A minute later we heard 
steps upon the st^rs, and an elderly, red-faced man with 
grizzled side-whiskers was ushered in. In his right hand 
he carried an old-fashioned carpet-bag, which he placed 
upon the table. 

" Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here ? " 
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My friend bowed and smiled. "Mr. Sandeford, of Read- 
ing, I suppose P " said he. 

" Yes, sir, I fear that I am a little late, but the trains were 
awkward. You wrote to me about a bust that is in my pos- 



'■ Exactly." 

" I have your letter here. You said, ' I desire to possess a 
copy of Devine's Napoleon, and am prepared to pay you ten 
pounds for the one which is in your possession.' Is that right ? " 

" Certunly." 

" I was very much surprised at your letter, for I could not 
imagine how you knew that I owned such a thing." 

" Of course you must have been surprised, but the expla- 
nation is very simple. Mr. Harding, of Harding Brothers, 
said that they had sold you thar last copy, and he gave me 
your address." 

"Oh, that was it, was itP Did be tell you what I paid for 
it?" 

"No, he did not." 

** W^, I am an honest man, though not a very rich one. I 
only gave fifteen shillings for the bust, and I think you ought 
to know that before I take ten pounds from you." 

"I am sure the scruple does you honour, Mr. Sandeford. 
But I have named that price, so I intmd to stick to it." 

*' Wdl, it b very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. I brought 
the bust up with me, as you asked me to do. Here it b ! " He 
opened hia bag, and at last we saw placed upon our table a 
com[dete apedmra of that bust which we had already seen more 
than cmce in fragments. 

Holmes took a paper from his pocket and laid a ten-pound 
note upon the table. 
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"You will kindly sign that paper, Mr. Sandeford, in the 
presence of these witnesses. It is simply to say that you tnuu- 
fer every possible right that you ever had in the bust to me. I 
am a methodical man, you see, and you never know what 
turn events might take afterwards. Thank you, Mr. Sande- 
ford; here is your money, and I wish you a veiy good evening." 

When our visitor had disappeared, Sheriock Holmes* move- 
ments were such as to rivet our attention. He b^an by taking 
a clean white cloth from a drawer and laying it over the table. 
Then he placed his newly acquired bust in the centre of the 
doth. Finally, he picked up his hunting-crop and stmdc 
Napoleon a ^arp blow on the top of the head. Hie figure 
broke into fragments, and Holmes bent eagerly over the shat- 
tered rem^s. Xext instant, with a loud shout of triumf^ 
he held up one splinter, in which a round, dark object was fixed 
like a plum in a pudding. 

" Gentlemen," he cried, " let me introduce you to the famoufl 
black pearl of the Bcogias. '* 

Lestrade and I sat silent for a moment, and then, with a 
spontaneous impulse, we both broke out clapping, as at the well- 
wrought crisis of a play. A flush o( colour sprang to Holmes' 
pale cheeks, and he' bowed to us like the master dramatist who 
receives the homage of his audience. It was at such moments 
that for an instant he ceased to be a reasoning machine, and 
betrayed his human love for admiration and applause. The 
same singulariy proud and reserved nature which turned away 
with disdain from popular notoriety was capable ot bdng 
moved to its depths by spontaneous wonder and praise frcnn a 
friend. 

"Yes, gentleman," asid he, "it is the most famous peari 
now fmarifig in the worid, and it has been my good fortune, 
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hj a connected chaiD of inductive leasoniiig, to trace it from 
the Aince of Colonna's bedroom at the Dacre Hotel, where it 
was lostt to the ioterior of this, the last of the six busts of Napo- 
Xton which were manufactured b; Gelder and Co., of Stepn^. 
You will remember, Lestrade, the sensi^on caused by the dis- 
iq>pearance of this valuable jewel, and the vun efforts of the 
London pc^ce to recover it. I was myself consulted upon the 
case, but I was unable to throw any light upon it. Suspicion 
fell upon the m£ud of the Princess, who was an ItaHan, and it 
was proved that she had a brother in London, but we fuled 
to trace any connection between them. The mud's name was 
Lucrelia Venucd, and there is no doubt in my mind that this 
Fietro who was murdered two nights ago was the brother. I 
have been looking up the dates in the old files of the paper, 
and I find that the disappearance c^ the peari was exactly two 
days before the arrest of Beppo, for some crime of violence — an 
event which took place in the factory of Grelder and Co., at the 
very moment when these busts were bong made. Now you 
deariy see the sequence (rf events, though you see them, of 
course, in the inverse order to the way in which they presented 
themselves to me. Beppo had the peari in his possession. He 
may have stolen it from Pietro, he may have been Pietro's 
confederate, he may have been the go-between of Hetro and 
his mster. It is of no consequence to us which is the correct 
solution. 

"The mun fact is that he had the peari, and at that moment, 
when it was on his person, he was puisued by the police. He 
made for the factory in whidi he worked, and he knew that he 
had only a few minutes in which to conceal this enormoudy 
valuable prize, which would otherwise be found on him when he 
was searched. Six jdaster casts of Napoleon were drying in 



3 by Google 



9S4 THE BBTURN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 

the passa^. One of them was still soft In an instant Beppo, 
a skilful workman, made a small hole in the wet plaster, 
dropped in the pearl, and with a few touches covered over the 
aperture once more. It was an admirable hiding-place. No 
one could possibly find it. But Beppo waa condenmed to a 
year's imprisonment, and in the meanwhile his six busts were 
scattered over London. He could not tell which contained 
his treasure. Only by breaking them could he see. Even 
shaking would tell him nothing, for as the plaster was wet it 
was probable that the peari would adhere to it — as, in fact, 
it has done. Beppo did not despair, and he conducted his 
search with considerable ingenuity and perseverance. Through 
a cousin who works with Gelder, he found out the retwl firms 
who had bought the busts. He managed to find employment 
with Morse Hudson, and in that way tracked down three of 
them. The pearl was not there. Then, with the help of some 
Itahan employ^, he succeeded in finding out where the other 
three busts had gone. The first was at Haiker's. There be 
was dogged by his confederate, who held Beppo responsible for 
the loss of the pearl, and he stabbed him in the scuffle which 
fdlowed." 

" If he was his confederate, why should he carry his photo- 
graph P " I asked. 

" As a means of tracing him, if he wished to inquire ^out 
him from any third person. That was the obvious reason. 
Well, after the murder I calculated that Beppo would prob(^>ly 
hurry rather than delay his movements. He would fear that 
the police would read his secret, and so he hastened on before 
they should get ahead of him. Of course, I could not say that 
he had not found the peari in Harker's bust. I had not even 
concluded for certuD that it was the pearl, but it was evident 
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to me that lie was looking for something, since he carried the 
bust past the other houses in order to break it in the garden 
which had a lamp overlookiiig it. Since Harker's bust was one 
in three, the chances were exactly as I told you — two to one 
against the peari bnng inside it. There remained two busts, 
and it was obvious that he would go for the London one first 
I warned the inmates of the house, so as to avoid a second 
tragedy, and we went down with the happiest results. By that 
time, of course, I knew for certain that it was the Borgia pearl 
that we were after. The name of the murdered man linked 
the one event with the other. There only remained a single 
bust — the Reading one — and the peaii must be there. I 
bought it in your presence tiom the owner — and there it lies." 

We sat in silence for a moment. 

" Well," sud Lestrade, " Fve seen you handle a good many 
cases, Mr. Holmes, but I don't know that I ever knew a more 
woricmanlike one than that. We're not jealous of you at Scot- 
land Yard. No, sir, we are very proud of you, and if you come 
down to-morrow, there's not a man, bnm the oldest inspector 
to the youngest constable, who wouldn't be glad to shake you 
by the hand." 

"Thank you!" said Holmes. "Thank you!" and as he 
turned away, it seemed to me that he was more nearly moved 
by the softer human emotions than I had ever seen him. A 
moment later he was the cold and practical thinker once more. 
*'Put the pearl in the safe, Watson," said he, "and get out the 
papers dF the Conk-Singleton forgery case. Good-bye, Les- 
trade. If any little problem comes your way, I shall be happy, 
if I can, to give you a hint or two as to its solution." 
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IX 

THE ADVENTURE OF 
THE THREE STUDENTS 

It was in the year '95 that a combination <^ events, into 
which I need not enter, caused Mr. Sherlock Holmes and 
myself to apend some weeks in one of our great Unimsity 
towns, and it was during this time that the small but instruc- 
tive adventure which I am about to leUte befell us. It will be 
obvious that any details which would help the reader to exactly 
identify the college or the crinunal would be injudicious and 
offensive. So painful a scandal may well be allowed to die out. 
With due discT^tm the incident itself may, however, be de- 
scribed, since it serves to illustrate some of those qualities for 
which my friend was remarkable. I will endeavour, in my 
statement, to avoid such terms as would serve to limit the 
events to any particular place, or give a clue as to the people 
concerned. 

We were residing at the time in furnished lodgings close to 
a tibraiy where Sherlock Holmes was pursuing some laborious 
researches in early English charters — researdies whidi led to 
results so striking that they may be the subject of one of my 
future narratives. Here it was that one evening we received 
a Tint from an acquaintance, Mr. Hilton Soames, tutor and 
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lecturer at the College of St Luke's. Mr. Soames was a tall, 
spare man, of a nervous and excitable temperament. I had 
always known him to be restless in his manner, but on this 
particular occa^on he was in such a state of uncontrollable 
agitation that it was clear something very unusual had occurred. 

" I trust, Mr. Holmes, that you can spare me a few hours of 
your valuable time. We have had a very painful inddent 
at St. Luke's, and reaUy, but for the happy chance of your 
being in town, I should have been at a loss what to do." 

"I am very busy just now, and I desire no distractiona," 
my friend answered. "I should mudi prefer that you called 
in the aid of the police." 

" No, no, my dear Mr; sudi a course is utteriy impossible. 
When once the law is evoked it cannot be stayed again, and 
this is just one of those cases where, for the credit of the college, 
it is most essential to avoid scandal. Your discretion is as well 
known as your powers, and yoi) are the one mao in the world 
who can help me. I beg you, Mr. Holmes, to do what you 
can." 

My friend's temper had not improved since he had been 
deprived of the congenial surroundings of Baker Street. With- 
out his scrap-books, his chemicals, and bis homely untidiness, 
be was an uncomfortable man. He shrugged his shoulders in 
ungracious acquiescence, while our vidtor in hurried words 
and with much excitable gesticulation poured forth his story. 

" I roust explain to you, Mr. Holmes, that to-morrow is the 
first day of the examination for the Fortescue Scholarship. I 
am one of the examiners. My subject is Greek, and the first 
of the papers consists of a laige passage of Greek translalioa 
which the candidate has not seen. This passage is printed on 
the examination paper, and it would naturally be an immense 
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advantage if the candidate could prepare it in advance. For 
this reason, great care is taken to keep the paper secret. 

'* To-day, about three o'clock, the proofs of this paper arrived 
from the printers. The exercise consists of half a chapter of 
Thucydides. I bad to read it over carefully, as the text must 
be absolutdy correct. At four-thirty my task was not yet com- 
fdeted. I had, however, promised to take tea in a friend's 
rooms, so I left the proof upoo my desk. I was absent rather 
more than an hour. 

"You are aware, Mr. Holmes, that our colle^ doora are 
double — a green buze one within and a heavy oak one with- 
out. As I approached my outer door, I was amazed to see a 
key in it. For an instant I imagined that I had left my own 
there, but on feeling in my pocket I found that it was all right, 
lie only duplicate which existed, so far as I knew, was that 
which belonged to my servant, Bannister — a man who has 
looked after my room for ten years, and whose honesty is abso- 
lutely above suspidon. I found that the key was indeed his, 
that he had entered my room to know if I wanted tea, and that 
be had very cardessly left the key in the door when he came 
out. His visit to my room must have been within a veiy few 
minutes of my leaving it. His forgetfulness about the key 
would have mattered little upon any other occasion, but on 
this one day it has produced the most deplorable con- 
sequences. 

" The moment I loidted at my table, I was aware that some- 
one had rummaged among my papers. The proof was in three 
long slips, I had left them all together. Now, I found that 
one of them was lying on the floor, one was on the side table 
near the window, and the third was where I had left it." 

Holmes stirred for the first time. 
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"The first page on the floor, the sectmd in the window, the 
third wh«« 70U left it," said he. 

"Exactly, Mr. Hobnes. You amaze me. How could you 
posnbly know that ? " 

" Pray continue your very interesting statement." 

" For an instant I imagined that Baimister had taken the 
unpardcmable liberty of examining my papers. He denied it, 
however, with the utmost earnestness, and I am convinced 
that he was speaking the truth. The altranative was that 
sraneone pasrang had observed the key in the door, had known 
that I was out, and had altered to look at the platers. A large 
sum of money is at stake, for the scholanhip is a very valuable 
one, and an unscrupulous man might very wdl run a risk in 
order to gun an advantage over his fellows. 

" Bannister was veiy much upset by the inddent. He bad 
neaiiy fainted when we found that the papers had undoubt- 
edly been tampered with. I gave him a httie brandy and left 
him collapsed in a chair, while I made a most careful examina- 
tion of the room. I soon saw that the intruder had left other 
traces of his presence besides the rumpled papers. On the 
table in the window were several shreds from a pencil which 
had been sharpened. A broken tip of lead was lying there 
also. Evidently the rascal had copied the paper in a great 
hurry, had broken his pencil, and had been compelled to put a 
fresh point to it." 

"Excellent!" said Holmes, who was recovering his good- 
humour as his attention became more engrossed by the case. 
" Fortune has been your friend." 

"Tliifl was not dl. I have a new vritiDg-table with a fine 
surface of red leather. I am prepared to awear, and so is Ban- 
nister, that it was smooth and unstained. Now I found a clean 
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cut in it about three inches long — not a mere scratch, but a 
positive cut. Not only this, but on the table I found a small 
ball of black dough or clay, with specks of something which 
looks like sawdust in it. I am convinced that these marks 
were left hj the man who rifled the papers. There were no 
footmarks and no other evidence aa to his idmtity . I was at 
my wits' ends, wheo suddenly the happy thought occurred to 
me that you were in the town, and I came straight round to 
put the matter into your hands. Do help me, Mr. Holmes. 
You see my dilemma. Either I must find the man or else the 
examination must be postponed until fresh papers are pre- 
pared, and since this cannot be done without explanation, there 
will ensue a hideous scandal, which will throw a cloud not only 
on the college, but on the university. Above all things, I desire 
to settle the matter quietly and discreetly." 

"I shall be happy to look into it and to pve you such 
advice as I can," stud Holmes, rising and putting on 
hb overcoat. "The case is not entirely devoid of interest. 
Had anyone visited you in your room after the papers came 
to you?" 

** Yes, young Daulat Ras, an Indian student, who lives ou 
the same stur, came in to ask me some particulaia about the 
examination." 

" For which he was entered P " 

"Yes." 

" And the papers were on your table P " 

" To the best oS my behef , they were rolled up." 

" But might be recognised as proofs P " 

"Possibly." 

" No one dse in your room ? " 

"No." 
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" Did anyone know that these proofs would be there P " 

" No one save the printer." 

" IMd this man Bannister know ? " 

** No, certMnlj not. No <Kie knew." 

" Where is Bannister now ? " 

" He was very iU, poor fellow. I left him cc^psed in the 
chair. I was in such a buny to txHne to you." 

" You left your door open P " 

" Z locked up the pt^ieis first." 

"Then it amounts to this, Mr. Soames, that, unless the In- 
dian student recognised the roll as being proofs, the man who 
tampered with them came upon them accidentally without 
knowing that they were there. " 

" So it seems to me." 

H<4me9 gave an enigmatic smile. 

"Well," sud he, "let us go round. Not one of your cases. 
Watson — mental, not physical. All right; come if you want 
. to. Now, Mr. Soames — at your disposal ! " 

T^e sitting-room of our chent opened by a long, low, latticed 
window on to the ancient Bchen-tinted court of the old c<^ege. 
A Gothic arched door led to a worn stone staircase. On the 
ground floor was the tutor's room. Above were three students, 
one on each stoiy. It was already twilight when we reached 
the scene of our problem. H(4mea halted and looked earnestly 
at the window. Then he approached it, and, standing on 
tip-toe with his neck craned, he looked into the room. 

"He must have entered through the door. There is no 
opening ezc^ the one pane," sud our learned guide. 

"Dear me!" said Holmes, and he smiled in a singular way 
as he glanced at our companion. " Wdl, if there is nothing 
to be learned here, we had best go inside." 
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The lecturer unlocked the outer door and ushered us into his 
room. We stood at the eotrance while Hdmes made an exam* 
ination of the carpet. 

" I Mn afraid there are no signs here," said he. " One could 
hardly hope for any upon so dry a day. Your servant seems 
to have quite recovered. You left him in a chair, you say. 
Which chMT?" 

" By the window there." 

" I see. Near this little table. You can come in now. I 
have finished with the carpet. Let us take the little table first. 
Of course, what has happened is veiy clear. The man en- 
tered and took the papers, sheet by sheet, from the central table. 
He carried them over to the window table, because from there 
he could see if you came across the cour^ard. and so could 
effect an escape." 

"As a matter of fact he could not," sud Soames, "fori 
entered by the aide door." 

"Ah, that's good! Well, anyhow, that was in his mind. 
Let me see the three strips. No finger impressions — nol 
Well, he carried over this one first, and he copied it. How 
long would it take him to do that, using every possible contrac- 
tion? A quarter of an hour, not less. Then he tossed it down 
and sozed the next. He was in the midst of that when your 
return caused him to make a very hurried retreat — very hur- 
ried, since he had not time to replace the papers which would 
teU you that he had been there. You were not aware of any 
hurrying feet on the stur as you entered the outer door P " 

" No, I can't say I was." 

"Well, he wrote so furiously that he broke his pencil, and 
had, as you observe, to sharpen it again. This is of interest, 
Watson. The pencil was not an ordinary one. It was above 
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the usual siie, with a axA lead, the outer colour was daik blue, 
the maker's name was printed in silver lettering, and the piece 
remaining is onlj about an inch and a half long. Look for 
such a pencil, Mr. Soamea, and you have got your man. When 
I add that he possesses a laige and very blunt knife, you have 
an additional aid." 

Mr. Soames was somewhat overwhelmed by this flood of 
information. "I can follow the other points,*' said he, "but 
reaUy, in this matter of the length — " 

Holmes held out a small chip with the letters NN and a 
space of clear wood after them. 

"You see?" 

** No, I fear that even now — " 

" Watson, I have always done you an injustice. There are 
others. What could this NN be P It is at the end of a word. 
You are aware that Johann Faber ia the most common maker's 
name. Is it not clear that there is just as much of the pencil 
left as usually follows the Johann ? " He held the small table 
ddeways to the electric light. " I was hoping that if the paper 
on which he wrote was thin, some trace of it might come through 
upon this pdished surface. No, I see nothing. I don't think 
tSiere is anything more to be learned here. Now for the cen- 
tral table. This anudl pellet is, I presume, the black, doughy 
mass you spoke of. Roughly pyramidal in shape and bel- 
lowed out, I perceive. As you say, there appear to be grains 
of sawdust in it Dear me, this is very interesting. And the 
cut — a positive tear, I see. It b^an with a thin scratch and 
ended in a jagged bole. I am much indebted to you for direct- 
ing my attention to this case, Mr. Soames. Where does that 
door lead to?" 

" To my bedroom." 
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** Have you been in it nnoe your adventure ? " 

* No, I came stnught away for you." 

** I should like to have a glance round. What a charming, 
cdd-fashioned room ! Perhaps you will kindly wait a minute, 
until I have examined the Boor. No, I see nothing. What 
about thb curtain? You hang your dothes behind it. If 
anyone were forced to conceal himself in this room he must do 
it there, since the bed is too low and the wardrobe too shallow. 
No one there, I suppose ? " 

As H(dmes drew the curtun I was aware, from some little 
rigidity and alertness of his attitude, that he was prepared 
for an emergency. As a matter of fact, the drawn curtain dis- 
closed nothing but three or four suits of clothes hanging fttmi 
a line of p^s. Holmes turned away, and stooped suddmly 
to the floor. 

" Halloa ! What's this ?" said he. 

It was a small pyramid of black, putty-like stuff, exactly like 
the one upon the table of the study. Holmes held it out on bis 
open palm in the glare of the electric light. 

" Your visitor seems to have left traces in your bedroom as 
well as in your ffltting-ioc»n, Mr. Soames." 

" What could he have wanted there ? " 

" I think it is clear enough. You came back by an unex- 
pected way, and so he had no warning until you were at the wry 
door. What could he do? He caught up everything which 
would betray him, and be rushed into your bedroom to conceal 
himself." 

" Good gracious, Mr. Holmes, do you mean to tell me that, 
all the time I was talking to Bumisterin this room, we had the 
man prisoner if we had only known it ? " 

"So I read it." 
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" Surely there ia another alternative, Mr. Holmes. I don't 
know whether you observed my bedroom window P " 

" t«ttice-psned, lead framework, three separate windows, 
one swinging on hinge, and large enough to admit a man." 

"Exactly. And it looks out on an angle of the courtyard 
so as to be partly invisible. The man might have effected his 
entrance there, left traces as be passed through the bedroom, 
and finally, fiTn^^ng the door open, have escaped that way." 

Holmes shook his head impatiently. 

" Let us be practical," said he. " I understand you to say 
that there are three students who use this stair, and are in the 
habit of passing your door ? " 

" Yea, there are." 

" And they are all in for this examination ? ' 

"Yes." 

" Have you any reason to suspect any one of them mcnre than 
the others ? " 

Soames hesitated. 

" It is a very dehcate question," aaid he. ** One hardly likes 
to throw sus|Hcion where there are no proofs." 

" Let us hear the suspicions. I will look after the proofs." 

" I will tell you, then, in a few words the character of the 
three men who inhabit these rooms. The lower of the three 
is Gilchrist, a fine scholar and athlete, plays in the Rugby team 
and the cricket team (or the coU^e, and got his Blue for the 
hurdles and the long jump. He is a fine, manly fellow. His 
father was the notorious ^ Jabez GUchiist, who ruined him- 
self on the turf. My scholar has been left very poor, but he 
is hard-working and industrious. He will do well. 

"Hie second floor is inhabited by Daulat Ras, the Indian. 
He is a quiet, inscrutable fellow, as most of those Indians are. 
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He is well up in his work, though his Greek is his weak subject. 
He is steady and methodical. 

" The top floor belongs to Milea McLaren. He is a brilliant 
fdlow when he chooses to work — one of the brightest intellects 
of the university; but he is wayward, dissipated, and unprin- 
cipled. He was neariy expelled over a card scandal in his 
first year. He has been idling all this tenn, and he must \o6k 
forward with diead to the examinati<Mi." 

" Then it is he whom you suspect ? " ' 

" I dare not go so far as thaL But. of the three, he is periiaps 
the least unlikely." 

** £xactly. Now, Mr. Soames, let us have a look at your 
servant, Bannuter." 

He was a Uttle, white-faced, clean-shaven, grizdy haired 
feUow of fifty. He was still suffoing from this sudden disturb- 
ance <rf the qiiicA routine irf his life. His plump face was 
twitching wiUi his nervousness, and bis fingers could not keep 
still. 

"We are investigating this unhappy business. Bannister," 
said his master. 

** Yes, sir," 

" I understand," said Hdmes, " that you left your key in 
the door?" 

" Yes, sir." 

" Was it not very extraordinary that you should do this on the 
very day when there were these papers inside ? " 

" It was most unfortunate, sir. But I have occasionally done 
the same thing at other times." 

" When did you enter the room ? " 

"It was about half -past four. That is Mr. Soames' tea time" 

" How long did you stay ? " 
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" When I saw that lie was absent, I withdrew at once." 

" Did you look at these papers on the table P " 

" No, sir — certainly not." 

" How came you to leave the key in the door P " 

" I had the tea-tray in my hand. I thonght I would come 
back for the key. Then I forgot" 

" Has the outer door a spring lock P " 

" No, sir." 

" Tlien it was open all the time P " 

"Yes, Mr." 

" Anyone in the room could get out P " 

" Yes, sir." 

"■When Mr. Soomes returned and called for you, you were 
very much disturbed ? " 

"Yes, sir. Such a thing has never happened during the 
many years that I have been here. I nearly fainted, sir." 

"So I understand. Where were you when you began to 
feel bad?" 

" Where was I, sir P Why, here, near the door." 

"That is singular, because you sat down in that choir over 
yonder near the comer. Why did you pass these other chairs P " 

" I don't know, sir, it didn't matter to me where I sat." 

" I really don't think be knew much about it, ilt. Holmes. 
He was looking very bad — quite ghastly." 

" You stayed here when your master left P " 

" Only for a minute or so. Then I locked the door and went 
to my room." 

" Whom do you suspect P " 

"Oh, I would not venture to say, sir. I don't beUeve there 
is any gentleman in this university who is capable of profiting 
by such on action. No, sir, I'll not believe it." 
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"Tbaak you, that will do," said -Holmes. "Oh, one more 
word. You have not m^itioned to any trf the three gaitl^nen 
whom you attend that anything is amiss P " 

" No, sir — not a word, " 

" You haven't seen any of them ? " 

" No, sir." 

"Very good. Now, Mr. Soames, we will take a walk in the 
quadrangle, if you please." 

Iliree yeUow squares of light shone above us in the gather- 
ing gloom. 

"Your three birds are all in their nests," said Holmes, look- 
ing up. "Halloa! What's that? One of them seems restless 
enough." 

It was the Indian, whose dark silhouette appeared suddenly 
upon his bHnd. He was pacing swiftly up and down his room. 

" I.sbould like to have a peep at each of them," said Holmes. 
" Is it possible ? " 

"No difficulty in the woiid," Soames answered. "This set 
of rooms is quite the oldest in the college, and it is not unusual 
for viators to go over them. Come along, and I wiU persm- 
ally conduct you." 

"No names, please!" said Holmes, as we knocked at Gil- 
christ's door. A tall, flazm-haired, slim young fdlow opened 
it, and made us welcome when he understood our errand. 
There were some really curious pieces of medieval domestic 
ardkitecture within. Holmes was so charmed with one of them 
that he inuated on drawing it in his note-book, broke his pen- 
al, had to borrow one from our host, and finally borrowed 
a knife to sharpen his own. The same curious accident hap- 
pened to him in the rooms of the Indian — a silent, little, 
book-nosed fellow, who e^ed us askance, and was obviously 
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glad whea Holmes' architectural studies had come to an end. 
I could not see that in either case Holmes had come upon the 
clue for which be was searching. Only at the tiiird did 
our visit prove abortive. The outer door would not open to 
our knock, and nothing more substantial than a torrent of bad 
language came from b^iind it. " I don't care who you are. 
You can go to blazes t " roared the angry voice. " To-morrow's 
the exam, and I won't be drawn by anyone." 

"A rude fellow," said our guide, flushing with anger as we 
withdrew down the stair. " Of course, he did not realise that 
it was I who was knocking, but none the less his conduct was 
very uncourteous, and, indeed, under the drcumstances rather 
suspicious." 

Holmes' response was a curious one. 

" Can you tell me his exact height P " he asked. 

"Really, Mr. Holmes, I cannot undertake to ssy. He Is 
taller than the Indian, not so tall as Gilchrist. I suppose 
five foot six would be about it." 

"That is very important," said Holmes. "And now, Mr. 
Soames, I wish you good-mght." 

Our guide cried aloud in his astonishment and dismay. 
" Good gracious, Mr. Holmes, you are surely not going to leave 
me in this abrupt fashion ! You don't seem to realize the por- 
tion. To-morrow is the examination. I must take some defi- 
nite action to-night. I cannot allow the examination to be held 
if one of the papers has been tampered with. The situation 
must be faced." 

" You must leave it as it is. I shall drop round eariy tomor- 
row morning, and chat the matter over. It is possible that 
I may be in a position then to indicate some course of acticm. 
Meanwhile, you diange notiiing — nothing at all." 
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"Very good, Mr. Holmes." 

"You can be perfectly easy in your mind. We shall cer- 
tainly find some way out of your di£Sculties. I will take the 
black clay with me, also the pencU cuttings. Good-bye." 

When we were out in the darkness of the quadrangle, we 
again looked up at the windows. The Indian still paced his 
room. The others were invi«bte. 

" Well, Watson, what do you think <^ it P " Holmes asked, as 
we came out into the main street. "Quite a httle parlour 
game — sort at three-card trick, is it not P There are your 
three men. It must be one of them. You take your choice. 
Which is yours?" 

"Tlie foul-mouthed fellow at the top. He is the one with 
the worst record. And yet that Indian was a sly fellow also. 
Why should he be pacing his room all the time ? " 

" There is nothing in that. Many m«i do it when they are 
trying to leam anything by heart." 

" He looked at us in a queer way." 

" So would you, if a flock of strangers came in on you when 
you were preparing for an examination next day, and every 
moment was of value. No, I see nothing in that. Pencils, 
too, and knives — all was satisfactory. But that fellow doen 
puzzle me." 

"Who?"* 

"Why, Bannister, the servant. What's his game in the 
matter ? " 

"He impressed me as being a perfectly honest man." 

"So he did me. That's the puzzling part. Why should a 
perfectly honest man — well, well, here's a laige stationer's. 
We shall b(^n our researches here." 

Hiere were only four stationers of any consequence in the 



3 by Google 



ass THE BETUBN OF SHERLOCK HOUtfES 

town, and at each Holmes produced hia pracil chips, and bid 
high fora duplicate. All were agreed that one could be ordered, 
but that it was not a usual size of pencil, and that it was sel- 
dom kept in stock. My friend did not appear to be depressed 
hj his failure, but shrugged his shoulders in half-humorous 
rengnatitm. 

" No good, my dear Watson. This, the best and ooly final 
clue, has run to nothing. But, indeed, I have little doubt that 
we can build up a suffid^it case without it. By Jovet my 
dear fellow, it is neatly nine, uid the landlady babbled of green 
peas at seven-thirty. What with your eternal tobacco, Watson, 
and your irr^pilan^ at meak, I expect that you wiU get notice 
to quit, and that I shall share your downfall — not, however, 
before we have solved the problem at the nervous tutor, the 
careless servant, and the three enterprising students." 

Holmes made no further allusion to the matter that day, 
though he sat lost in thought for a long time after our belated 
dinner. At eight in the morning, he came into my room just 
as I finished my toilet. 

"Well, Watson," said he, "it is time we went down to St. 
Luke's. Can you do without breakfast ? " 

" CertMnly." 

" Soames will be in a dreadful fidget until we are able to tell 
him something positive." 

" Have you anything positive to tell him P " 

" I think so." 

" You have formed a conclusion P " 

" Yea, my dear Watson, I have solved the mystery." 

" But what fresh evidence could you have got P " 

"Aha! It is not for nothing that I have turned myself out 
of bed at the untimdy hour of six. I have put in two hours' 
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hard work and covered at least five miles, with something to 
show for it. Look at that!" 

He held out his baod. On the palm were three little pyra- 
mids of black, dough; clay. 

" Why, Holmes, you had only two yesterday. " 

"And one more this moniing. It is a fur argumttet that 
wherever No. 8 came tmm is lUso the source of Nos. 1 and 2. 
Eh, Watson? Well, come along and put friend Soames out 
(rf his pain." 

The unfortunate tutor was certtunly in a state of pitiable 
agitation when we found him in hia chambets. In a few hours 
the examination would commence, and he was still in the 
dilemma betwe^i making the facta pubhc and allowing the 
culprit to compete for the valuable scholarship. He could 
hanlly stand still, so great was hia mental agitation, and he 
ran towards Holmes with two eager hands outstretched. 

'"Hiank Heaven, that you have come! I feared that you 
hod given it up in despair. What am I to do? Shall the 
examination proceed P " 

" Yes, let it proceed, by aD means." 

" But this rascal — ? " 

" He shall int compete." 

" You know him ? " 

" I think so. If this matter is not to become public, we must 
give ourselves certain powers, and resolve ourselves into a 
small private court-martia]. You there, if you please, Soames ! 
Watson, you here! Fll take the armchur in the middle. I 
think that we are now sufficiently imposing to strike terror 
into a guil^ breast Kindly rii^the bell!" 

Baanister entered, and shrank back in evident surprise and 
fear at our judicial appearance. 
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"You will kindly close the door," said Holmes. "Now, 
Baimister, will you please tell us the truth about yesterday's 
incident ? " 

The man turned white to the roots ot his hair. 

" I have told you everything, sir." 

"Nothing to add P" 

" Nothing at all, ^r." 

"Wdl, then, I must make some suggestions to you. Whoi 
you sat down on that chair yesterday, did you do so in order 
to conceal some object which would have shown who had be^i 
in the room ? " 

Bannister's face was ghastly. 

"No, Mr, certainly not." 

" It is only a suggestion," sud Holmes, suavely. " I frankly 
admit that I am unable to prove it. But it seems probable 
enough, since the moment that Mr. Soames' back was turned, 
you released the man who was hiding in that bedroom." 

Bannister Ucked his dry lips. 

"There was no man, sir." 

"Ah, that's a {Nty, Bannister. Up to now you may have 
spoken the truth, but now I know that you have lied." 

The man's face set in sullen d^ance. 

"There was no man, sir." 

"Come, come. Bannister!" 

" No, sir, there was no one." 

" In that case, you can give us no further iuformation. Would 
you {dease remun in the room. Stand over there near the 
bedroom door. Now, Soames, I am going to ask you to have 
the great kindness to go up to the room of young Gilchrist, 
and to ask him to step down into yours." 

An instant later the tutor returned, bringing with him the 
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studeDt. He was a fine figure of a man, tall, lithe, and agile, 
with a springy st«p and a pleasant, open face. His troubled 
blue eyes glanced at each (rf us, and finally rested with an 
ezpreauoD of blank dismay upcm Bannister in the farther 
comer. 

"Just close the door," said Holmes. "Now, Mr. Gilchrist, 
we are all quite alone here, and no one need ever know (me 
word of what passes between us. We can be perfectly frank 
with each other. We want to know, Mr. Gilchrist, how you, 
an honourable man, ever came to commit such an actitm as 
that of yesterday ? " 

The unfortunate young man staggered back, and cast a look 
full of horror and reproach at Bannister. 

" No, no, Mr. C^t^rist, sir, I never sud a word — never 
ooe word ! " cried the servant. 

"No, but you have now," said Holmes. "Now, sir, you 
must see that after Bannister's words your position is hopdess, 
and that your only chance hes in a frank confession." 

For a moment Gilchrist, with upnused hand, tried to control 
his writhing features. The next he had thrown himself rai 
his knees beside the table, and burying bis face in his hands, 
he had burst into a storm of passionate sobbing. 

"Come, come," said Holmes, kindly, "it is human to err, 
and at least no one can accuse you of being a callous criminal. 
Perhaps it would be easier for you if I were to tell Mr. Sosmes 
what occurred, and you can chedt me where I am wrong. 
Shall I do so ? Well, well, don't trouble to answer. Usten, 
and see that I do you no injustice. " 

" From the moment, Mr. Soames, that you sud to me that 
no (me, not even Bannister, could have told that the papers 
were in your room, the case began to take s definite shape in 
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my mind. The printer cme could, <rf course, dismisa. He 
could eEBmine the papers in his own office. The Indian I 
also thought nothing c^. If the proofs were in rtdl, he could 
not posmbly know what they were. On the other hand, it 
seemed an unthinkable cmncidence that a man should dare to 
enter the room, and that by chance on that very day the papers 
were on the table. I dismissed that. The man who entered 
knew that the papers were there. How did he know P 

" When I approached your room, I examined the window. 
You amused me by supposing that I was contemplating the 
possibility of someone having in broad da^ight, under the 
eyes of all these opposite rooms, forced himself through it. 
Such an idea was absurd. I was measuring how tall a man 
would need to be in order to see, as he passed, what papers 
were on the central table. I am six feet high, and I could do 
it with an effort. No one less than that would have a chance. 
Already you see I had reason to think that, if one of your three 
students was a man of unusual hdght, he was the most worth 
watching of the three. 

" I entered, and I took you into my confidence as to the sug- 
gestions of the side table. Of the centre table I could make 
nothing, until in your description of Gilchrist you mentioned 
that he was a long-distance jumper. Then the whole thing 
came to me in an instant, and I only needed certain corrobo- 
ntive proofs, which I speedily obtained. 

"What happened was this. Tliis young fellow had em- 
[4oyed his afternoon at the athletic grounds, where he had 
been prsctisiDg the jump. He returned carrying his jum|Mng- 
shoes, which aie provided, as you are aware, with several sharp 
spikes. As he passed your window he saw, by means of his 
great height, these proofs upon your table, and conjectured 
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what they were. No harm would have been done bad it not 
been that, as he passed your door, he perceived the k^ which 
had been left by the carelessness of your servant A saddoi 
impulse came over him to enter, and see if they vrete indeed 
the [»oofs. It was not a dangerous ■. expiait, for he could 
always pretend that he had simply looked in to ask a question. 

" Well, when he mw that they were indeed the proofs, it was 
then that he yidded to temptation. He put his shoes on the 
table. What was it you put on that chair near the window ? " 

" Gloves," said the young man. 

Holmes looked triumphantly at Bannistn. "He put his 
gloves OD the chiur, and he took the proofs, sheet by shed, to 
copy them. He thought the tutor must return by the main 
gate, and that he would see him. As we know, he came back 
by the side gate. Suddenly he heard him at the very door. 
There was no possible escape. He forgot his gloves, but be 
caught up his shoes and darted into the bedroom. You ob- 
serve that the scratch on that table is slight at one side, but 
deepens in the direction of the bedroom door. Thai in itsdf 
is plough to show us that the shoe had been drawn in that 
direction, and that the culprit had tsikea refuge there. The 
earth round the spike had been left on the table, and a secmd 
sample was loosened apd fell in the bedroom. I may add that 
I walked out to the athletic grounds this morning, saw that 
tenacious black clay is used in the juminng-pit, and carried 
away a specimen of it, tt^ether with some of the fine tan or 
sawdust which is strewn over it to prevent the athlete friHn 
dipping. Have I told the truth, Mr. Gilchrist F " 

The student had drawn himself erect 

"Yes, sir, it is true," said he. 

" Good Heavens ! have you nothing to add P " cried Soames. 
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" Yes, lir, I have, but the abode of this disgnceful expomiw 
has bewUdered me. I have a letter here, Mr. Soames, whidi 
I wrote to you early thu morning in the middle of a restless 
night It was before I knew that my tan had found me out 
Here it is, sir. You wUl see that I have said, ' I have deter- 
mined not to go in for the examination. I have been offa«d 
a commission in the Rhodeman PoUce, and I am gtnng out to 
South Africa at once.' " 

" I am indeed pleased to hear that you did not intend to 
I»ofit by your unfair advaDtage," said Soamea. "But why 
did you change your purpose P" 

(^Idhrist pointed to Bannister. 

" Tbere is the man who set me in the ri^ path," said he. 

"Come now. Bannister," said Hohnes. "It will be clear 
to you, from what I have said, that only you could have let this 
young man out, since you were left in the' room, and must 
have locked the door whoi you went out. As to his escap- 
ing by that window, it was incredible. Can you not dear 
np the last p(»nt in this mystery, and tdl us the reas<His for 
your action?" 

" It was simjJe enough, sir, if you only had known, but, with 
all your cleverness, it was impossible that you could know. 
Time was, sir, when I was butler to old Sir Jabez Gilchrist, 
this young gentleman's father. When he was ruined I came 
to the college as servant, but I never forgot my old employer 
because he was down in the world. I watched his son all I 
could for the sake of the old days. Well, sir, when I came 
into this room yesterday, when the alarm was given, the very 
first dung I saw was Mr. GUchrist's tan gloves aJying in that 
duur. I knew those gloves well, and I understood their mes- 
sage. If Mr. Soames saw them, the game was up. I flt^ped 
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down into that chair, and nothing would budge me until Mr. 
Soamea he went for you. Then out came my poor young 
master, whom I had dandled on my knee, and confessed it all 
to me. Wasn't it natural, sir, that I should save him, and 
wasn't it natural also that I should try to speak to him as his 
dead father would have done, and make him understand that 
he could not profit by such a deed P Could you blame me, sir P " 
" No, indeed," sud Holmes, heartily, springing to bis feet. 
" Wdl, Soames, I think we have cleared your little problem up, 
and our breakfast awaits us at home. Come, Watson! As 
to you, ^, I trust that a bright future awaits you in Rhodeaia. 
For once you have fallen low. Let us see, in the future, how 
hi^ you can rise." 
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X 

THE ADVENTURE OF 
THE GOLDEN PINCE-NEZ 

' VV HEN I look at the three massive manuscript volumea 
vhidi cmitam our wo^ for the year 1894. 1 confess that it is veiy 
difficult for me, out of such a wealth <A material, to select the 
cases which aie most interesting in themsdves, and at the same 
time most cmducive to a dis[day of those peculiar powers for 
whidi mj friend was famous. Asl tumoverthepages.Isee 
my notes upon the repulsive story of the red leech and the ter- 
rible death (^ Crosbyt the banker. Here also I find an account 
of the Addleton tragedy, and the singular contents of the 
ancient British baiiow. The famous Smith-Mortimer suc- 
cession case comes also within this period, and so does the 
tratJdng and arrest of Huret, the Boulevard assassin — an 
ex^dcttt which won for Holmes an autograph letter of thanks 
from the French President and the Order of the L^on of 
Honour. Each <^ these would furnish a narrative, but on the 
lAole I am of o[Hnion that none of them unites so many sin- 
gular points of interest as the episode of Yoxlc^ Old PLace, 
whidi indodes not mily the lamentable death of young Wil- 
loughby Smith, but also those subsequent developments which 
threw so curious a light upon the causes of the crime. 
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It was a wild, tempestuous night, towatds the dose of Novem- 
ber. Holmes and I sat t<^ether in silence all the evening, he 
engaged with a powerful lens dedphering the remains of the 
original inscription upon a palimpsest, I deep in a recent treatise 
upon surgery. Outside the wind howled down Baker Street, 
while the rain beat fiercely ag^nst the windows. It was strange 
there, in the very depths of the town, with ten miles of man's 
handiworic on every side of us, to feel the iron grip of Nature, 
and to be consdous that to the huge elemental forces all London 
was DO more than the molehills that dot the fields. I walked to 
the window, and looked out on the deserted street. The occa- 
sional lamps gleamed on the expanse of muddy road and shining 
pavement. A single cab was splashing its way from the Oxford 
Street end. 

" Well, Watson, it's as well we have not to turn out to-night," 
said Holmes, laying aside his lens and rolling up the patimpseat 
" Fve done enough for one sitting. It is trying woric for the 
eyes. Sofaraslcanmakeout, it is nothing more exciting than 
an Abbey's accounts dating from the second half <A the fifteoith 
century. Halloa! halloa! halloa! What's this?" 

Amid the droning of the wind there had come the stam[Mng of 
a horse's hoofs, and the long grind of a wheel as it rasped against 
the kerb. The cab whidi I had seen had pulled up at our door. 

"What can he want?" I ejaculated, as a nuio st^>ped out 
ofh. 

" Want P He wants us. And we, my poor Watson, want over- 
coais and cravats and goloshes, and every aid tibat man ever in- 
vented to fight the weather. Wait a bit, though ! There's the 
cab off again ! There's hope yet. He'd have kept it if he had 
wanted us to come. Run down, my dear fellow, and open the 
door, for all virtuous folk have been long in bed. " 
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When the light of the hall lamp fell upon our midnight visi- 
tor, I had no difficult in recognising him. It was young 
Stanley Hopkins, a promising drtective, in whose career Holmes 
had sereral times shown a very practical interest. 

" Is he in ? " he asked, eageriy. 

" Come up, my dear sir, " said Holmes' voice from above. "I 
hope you have no designs upon us such a night as this. " 

The ddective mounted the stairs, and our lamp gleamed upon 
his shining waterproof. I helped him out of it, while Holmes 
knocked a blaze' out of the logs in the grate. 

" Now, my dear Hopkins, draw up and warm your toes, " 
said he. " Here's a dgar, and the doctor has a prescription con- 
taining hot water and a lemon, which is good medicine on a night 
like this. It must be something important which has brought 
you out in such a gale." 

" It is indeed, Mr. Holmes. I've had a bustling afternoon. I 
promise you. Did you see anything of the Yoxley case in the 
latest editions P " 

" I've seen nothing later than the fifteenth century to-day." 

" Wdl, it was only a paragn^, and all wrong at that, so you 
have not missed anything. I haven't let the grass grow under 
my feet. It's down in Kent, seven miles &om Chatham uid 
three from the railway line. I was wired for at three-fifteen, 
reached Yoxley Old Place at five, conducted my investigation, 
was hack at Charing Cross by the last train, and straight to you 
by cab." 

" Which means, I suppose, that you are not quite dear about 
your case?" 

" It means that I can make neither head nor tul of it. So far 
as I can see,tt is just as tangled a business as ever I handled, and 
yei at first, it seemed so sim[4e that one couldn't go wnng. 
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There's no motive, Mr. Holmes. That's what bothers me — I 
can't put my hand on a motive. Here's a man dead — there's 
no deoyiog that — but, so far as I can see, no reason on earth 
why anyone should wish him harm. " 

Holmes lit his dgar and leaned back in hia chair. 

" Let us hear about it, " said he. 

? I've got my facts pretty clear, " sud Stanley Ho[ddns. " All 
I want now is to know what they all mean. The story, bo far as 
I cao make it out, is like this. Some years ago this country 
house, Yoxley Old Place, was taken by an elderly man, who 
gave the name of Professor Coram. He was an invalid, kee^ong 
his bed half the time, and the other half hobbling round the 
house with a stick or being pushed about the grounds by the 
gaidener in a bath-chur. He was well-liked by the few neigh- 
bours who called upon him, and he has the reputation down 
there at b^ng a very learned man. His household used to con- 
sist of an elderly housekeeper, Mrs. Marker, and of a maid, Su- 
san Tariton. These have both been with him since his arrival, 
and they seem to be women of excellent character. The Pro- 
f essor is writing a learned book,and he found it necessary, about 
a year ago, to engage a secretary. The first two that he tried 
were not 'successes, but the third, Mr. Willoughby &nith, a very 
young man straight from the University, seems to have been 
just what his emfrft^rer wanted. His woric consisted in writing 
all the morning to the Pntf essor's dictation, and he usually spent 
the evening in hunting up references and passages which bore 
upon the next day's work. Iliis 'VN^oughby Smith has noth- 
ing against him, dther as a boy at Uppingham or as a young 
man at Cambridge. I have seen his testimonials, and from the 
first he was a decent, quiet, hardworidng fellow, with no weak 
Spot in him at all. And yet this is the lad who has met his death 
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this morning in the Pntfewor's study under drcimutances 
whidi can pcunt only to murder. ** 

llie -wind howled and screamed at the windonn. Holmes 
and I drew closer to the fire, while the young inspector slowly 
and point by point developed his Eongular narrative. 

" If you were to search aU En^And, " said he, " I don't sup- 
pose you could find a honsehold more self-contained or freer 
from outside infiuences. Whole weeks would pass, and not one 
of them go past the garden gate. Tlie Flofessor was buried in 
his woric and existed for nothing dse. Young Smith knew no- 
body in the neighbourhood, and lived very much as his empk>y- 
er did. The two women had nothing to take them bom the 
house. Mortimer, the gardener, who wheels the bath-chair, is 
an army penucHier — an old Crimean man <^ ezceUent charac- 
ter. He does not live in the house, but in a three-roomed cot- 
tage at the other end of the garden. Those are the only people 
that you would find within the grounds of Yoxley Old Place. 
At the same time, the gate of the garden is a himdred yards from 
the nuun London to Chatham road. It opens with a latch, and 
there is nothing to prevcmt anyone from walking in. 

" Now I wiU give you the evidence of Susan Tarlton, who is 
the only person who can say anything positive about the matter. 
It was in the forenoon, between eleven and twelve. She was 
engaged at the mfnuent in hanging some curtains in the upstairs 
front bedroom. Professor Coram was still in bed, for when the 
weather is bad be seldom rises before midday. The house- 
keeper was busied with some work in the back tA the house. 
'Vraioughby Smith had been in his bedroom, which he uses as 
a Bitting-roon , but the maid heard him at that moment pass 
along the passage and descend to the study immediately below 
her. 9ie did not see him, but she says that she could not be 
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mistaken in his quick, firm tread. She did not hear the Ettudj 
door dose, but a minute or ao later th^e was a dreadful cry in 
the room below. It was a wild, hoarse scream, ao strange and 
unnatural that it might have come ather from a man or a wo- 
man. At the same instant there was a heavy thud, which shook 
the old house, and then all was silence. The maid stood petri- 
fied for a moment, and then, recovering her courage, she ran 
downstairs. The study door was shut and she opened it. In- 
mde, young Mr. Willoughby Smitli was stretched upon the floor. 
At first she could see no injury, but as she tried to raise him she 
saw that blood was pouring from the underside of his neck. Jt 
was pierced by a very small but very deep wound, which had 
divided the carotid artery. The instrument with which the 
injury had been inflicted lay upon the carpet beside him. It 
was one of those small sealing-wax knives to be found on old- 
fashioned writing-tables, with an ivory handle and a stiff blade. 
It was part (rf the fittings of the Professor's own desk. 

"At first the maid thought that young Smith was already 
dead, but on pouring some water from the carafe over his forC' 
head he opened his eyes for an instant. 'The Professor,* he 
murmured — ' it was she.' The maid is prepared to swear that 
those were the eiatA words. He tried despoately to aay stnne- 
thing else, and he hdd his right band up in the air. Then he 
fdl back dead. 

" In the meantime the housekeeper had abo arrived upon the 
scene, but she was just too late to catch the young man's dying 
words. Leaving Susan with the body, she hurried to the Pro- 
fessor's room. He was sitting up in bed horribly agitated, toe 
he bad heard enough to convince him that something terrible 
had occurred. Mrs. Marker is prqiared to swear that the Pro- 
fessor was still in his night-clothes, and indeed it was impos* 
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sible for him to dress without the help of Mortimer, whose or- 
ders were to come at twelve o'clock. The Professor declares 
that he heard the distant ciy, but that he knows nothing more. 
He can give no explanation of the young man's last words, ' The 
Fn^essor — it was she,' but imagines that they were the out- 
come of delirium. He believes that Willougbby Smith had 
not an enemy in the worid, and can give no leasoa for the crime. 
His first action was to send Mortimer, the gardener, for the 




local police. A little later the chief constable sent for me. 
Nothing was moved before I got there, and strict orden were 
given that no one dhould walk upon the paths leading to the 
house. It was a splendid chance of putting your theories 
into practice, Mr. Sheriock Holmes. There was really nothing 
wanting. " 

" Except Mr. Sheriock Holmes, " said my companion, with 
a somewhat bitter smile. " WeU, let us hear about it. What 
sort of a job did you make of it ? " 

" I must ask you first, Mr. Holmes, to glance at this rough 
plan, which will give you a general idea of the position of the 
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Pn^essor's study and the varioiu pants <d the case. It will 
help 70U in following mj investigation. ** 

He unfolded the rough chart, which I here reproduce, and he 
laid it across Holmes's knee. I rose, and. stuiding bdiind 
Holmes, studied it over his shoulder. 

" It is veiy rough, of course, and it only deals with the punts 
which seem to me to be essential. All the rest you will see later 
for yourself. Now, first of all, piesumiDg that the aasaswD en- 
tered the house, how did he or she come in ? Undoubtedly by 
the garden path and the back door, from which tfaoe is direct 
access to the study. Any other way would have been exceed- 
ingly complicated. The escape must have also bem made 
along that line, tor (rf the two other exits from the room one was 
blocked by Susan as she ran downstaira and the other leads 
straight to the Fn^essor's bedroom. I therefore directed my 
attention at once to the garden path, which was saturated with 
recent run, and would certainly show any f ootmaiks. 

" My examination showed me that I was dealing with a cau- 
tious and expert criminal. No footanariu were to be found on 
the path. There could be no question, however, that sometme 
had passed al<Hig the grass border which lines the path, and that 
he had done so in order to avmd leaving a track. I could not 
find anything in the nature of a distinct impressioa, but the 
grass was trodden down and someone bad undoubtedly passed. 
It could only have been the murderer, since neither the gardener 
nor anyone else had been there that morning and the rain had 
only b^un during the night " 

** One moment, " said Hohnes. " Where does Hub patii lead 
to?" 

"To the road." 

"How long is it?" 
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" A hundred yards or bo. " 

" At the point where the path passes through the gatei yon 
could surely |Hck up the tracks P " 

" Unfortunately, the path was tiled at that pmnt. * 

" Wdl. on the road itself? " 

** No, it was all trodden into miie. " 

" Tut-tut ! Wdl, then, these tracks upon the grass, were they 
coming or going ? " 

" It was impoflnble to say. There was never any outiine. " 

"A huge foot or a snuUI?'' 

" You oould not distinguish. " 

Holmes gave on ejaculation of impatience. 

"It has been pouring rain and blowing a hurricane ever since," 
said he. "It will be harder to read now than that palimpsest 
Well, wdl, it can't be helped. What did you do, Hopkins, after 
you had made cotain that you had made certain of nothing f 

"I think I made certain of a good deal, Mr. Holmes. Iknew 
that someone had entered the house cautiously from without 
I next examined the corridor. It is lined with cocoanut matting, 
and had taken no impression of any Idnd. This brought me 
into the study itself. It is a scantily fumi^ed room. He 
mun article is a large writing-table with a fixed bureau. This 
bureau consists of a double column of drawers, witii a central 
small cupboard between them. The drawers were open, the 
cupboard locked. The drawls, it seems, were always open, 
and nothing of value was kept in them. T^ere were some 
papers of importance in the cupboard, but thoe were no signs 
that this had been tampered with, and the Professor assures 
me that n<rthing was missing. It is certain that no robbery 
has been committed. 

"I come now to the body of the young man. It was foand 
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near the bureau, and just to the left of it, as mariEed upon that 
chart. 1%e stab was on the right aide of the nedt and from be- 
hind forwards, so that it is almost impossible that it could have 
been self-inflicted. " 

" Unless he fell upon the knife, " said Holmes. 

" Exactly. The idea crossed my mind. But we found the 
knife some feet away from the body, so that seems impossible. 
Then, ot course, there are the man's own dying words. And, 
finally, there was this very important piece of evidence idiich 
was found clasped in the dead man's right band. " 

From his pocket Stanley Hopkins drew a small paper packet. 
He unfolded it and disclosed a golden pince-nez, with two 
broken «ids ot black silk cord dangling from the end of it. 
" Willoughby Smith had excellent sight, " he added. " There 
can be no question that this was snatched from the face or the 
person of the assassin. " 

Sherlock Holmes took the glasses into his hand, and exam- 
ined them with the utmost attention and interest. He held 
them on his nose, endeavoured to read through them, went 
to the window and stared up the street with them, locked at 
them most minutely in the full Ught ot the lamp, and finally, 
with a chuckle, seated himself at the table and wrote a few 
lines upon a sheet of paper, which he tossed across to Stanley 
Hopkins. 

" That's the best I can do for you, " swd be. " It may prove 
to be of some use. " 

"The astonished detective read the note alcmd. It ran as 
follows: — 

" Wanted, a woman of good address, attired like a lady. She 
has a remaricably thick nose, with eyes which are set close upon 
^ther side ot it. &ie has a puckered forehead, a peering expres- 
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sioQ, and probably rounded shoulders. - There are indications 
that she has had recourse to an optician at least twice during the 
last few montiis. As her glasses are of remarkable strength, 
and as optidans are not very numerous, there should be no dif- 
ficulty in tracing her. " 

Holmes smiled at the astonishment of Hopkins, which must 
have been refiected upon my features. 

" Surely my deductions are simplidi^ itself, " said he. ** It 
would be difficult to name any articles which afford a finer field 
for inference than a pair ti glasses, especially so remarkable a 
pair as these. That they belong to a woman I infer from their 
dehcacy. and also, of course, from the last words <^ the dying 
man. As to her being a person ot refinement and well dressed, 
they are, as you perceive, handsomdy mounted in solid gold, 
and it is inconc^vable that anyone who wore such glasses could 
be slatternly in other respects. You will find that the clips are 
too vide for your nose, showing that the lady's nose was very 
broad at the base. This sort of nose is usually a short and 
coarse one, but there is a sufficient number of exceptions to pre- 
vent me from b«ng dermatic or from insisting upon this point 
in my description. My own face is a narrow one, and yet I find 
that I cannot get my eyes into the centre, nor near the centre, ot 
these glasses. Therefore, the lady's eyes are set very near to 
the sides of the nose. You will perceive, Watson, tliat the 
glasses are concave and of unusual strength. A lady whose 
vision has been so extremely contracted all her life is sure to 
have the physical characteristics of such vision, which are seen 
in the forehead, the eyelids, and the shoulders. " 

" Yes, " I said, " I can follow each of your atgum«its. I con- 
fess, however, thai I am unable to understand how you arrive at 
the double viut to the optician. " 
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Holmes took the glasses in his hand. 

" You will perceive, " he said, " that the dips are lined with 
tiny bands of corit to soften the pressure upon the nose. One 
ot these is discoloured and worn to some slight extent, but the 
other is new. Evidently one has fallen off and been replaced. 
I should judge that the older of them has not be^i there more 
than a few months. They exactly correspond, so I gather 
that the lady went back to the same estf^lishmeat for the 
second." 

"By George, it's marvellous!" cried Hopkins, in ao ecstasy 
of admiration. " To think that I had all that evidence in my 
hand and never knew it I I had intended, however, to go the 
round of the London opticians. " 

"Of course you would. Meanwhile, have you anything 
more to tell us about the case P " 

" Nothing, Mr. Holmes. I think that you know as much as 
I do now — probably more. We have had inquiries made as 
to any stranger seen on the country roads or at the nulway 
station. We have heard of none. What beats me is the utter 
want ot all object in the crime. Not a ghost oS a motive can 
anyone suggest " 

"Ah! there I am not in a pontion to help you. But I sup- 
pose you want us to come out to-morrow P " 

"If it is noti asking too much, Mr. Holmes. There's a 
train from Charing Cross to Chatham at six in the morn- 
ing, and we should lae at Yoxley Old Place between eight 
and nine." 

"Thai we shall take it. Your case has certainly some fea- 
tures of great interest, and I shall be delighted to look into it. 
Well, it's nearly one, and we had best get a few hours' sleep. 
I dare say you can manage all right on the aoia, in front ot 
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the fire. I'll light my ainrit lamp, and ^ve you a cup of coffee 

before we start. " 

The gale had blown itself out aezt day, but it was a bittw 
morning when we started upon our jouniey. We saw the ccdd 
winter sun rise over the dreary marshes of the Thames and the 
long, sullen reaches of the river, which I shall ever assodate 
with our pursuit of the Andaman Lilander in the eailier days of 
our career. After a long and weary journey, we alighted at a 
small station some miles from Chatham. While a horse was 
being put into a trap at the local inn, we switched a hurried 
breakfast, and so we were all ready for bunness when we at 
last arrived at Yoxley Old Place. A constable met us at the 
garden gate. 

"Well, Wilson, any news?** 

"No, sir — nothing." 

" No reports of any atnuiger seen ?** 

"No, sir. Down at the station th^ are certain Uiat no 
stranger dther came or went yesterday. " 

** Have you had inquiries made at inns and lodf^ngs P ** 

"Ye3,nr: there is no one that we cannot account for. " 

"Well, it's only a reasonable walk to Chatham. Anyone 
might stay there or take a train without being cdiserved. Hiis 
u the garden path <^ which I spoke, Mr. Hohnes. Til pledge 
my word there was no mark on it yesterday. " 

"On which side were themarits on the grass?" 

" This aide, air. This narrow margin of grass between the 
path and the flower-bed. I can't see the traces now, but th^ 
were clear to me then. " 

" Yes, yes : someone has passed along, " said Holmes, stoop- 
ing over the grass border. " Our lady must have pocked her 
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steps carefully, must she not, since on the one side she would 
leave a track on the path, and on the other an even clearer <Mie 
m the soft bed?" 

"Yes, sir, she must have been a cool hand. ** 

I saw an intent look pass over H<^es' face. 

" You say that she must have come back this way P " 

" Yes, air, there is no other. " 

" On this strip of grass P " 

" Certainly, Mr. Holmes. " 

" Hum 1 It was a very remaikable performance — very re- 
maricable. Well, I think we have exhausted the path. Let us 
go farther. This gardot door is usually kept open, I suppose P 
Then this visitor had nothing to do but to walk in. The idea <^ 
murder waa not in her mind, or she would have provided herself 
with some sort ot weapon, instead of having to pick this knife 
off the writing-table. She advanced along this corridor, leav- 
ing no traces upon the cocoanut matting. Then she found her- 
self in this study. How long was she there P We have no 
means of judging. " 

** Not more than a few minutes, sir. I forgot to tell you that 
Mrs. Madker, the housekeeper, had been in there tidying not 
very long before — about a quarter of an hour, she says. " 

" Welli that gives us a limit. Our lady enters this room, and 
what does she do ? She goes over to the writing-table. What 
for ? Not for anything in the drawers. If there bad been any- 
thing worth her taking, it would surely have bem locked up. 
No, it was tor something in that wooden bureau. Halloa! 
what is that scratch upon the face of it P Just hold a matdi, 
Watson. Why did you not tell me of this, Hopkins P " 

The mark which he was examining b^^ upon the brass- 
woric oa the right-hand side of the kej^de, and extended for 
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about four inches, where it had scratched the Tarnish from the 
surface. 

"I noticed it, Mr. Hobnes, but you'll always find scratches 
round a keyhole. " 

"This is recent, quite recent. See how the brass shines 
where it is cut. An old scratch would be the same colour as 
the surface. Look at it through my lens. There's the varnish, 
too, like earth on each aide of a furrow. Is Mrs. Mariter 
there ? " 

A sad-faced, elderly woman came into the room. 

" Did you dust this bureau yesterday momiog P " 

"Yea, sir." 

" Did you notice this scratch ? " 

" No, air, I did not. " 

" I am sure you did not, for a duster would have swept away 
these shreds of vamisb. Who has the key of this bureau P " 

" The Professor keeps it on his watch-chain. " 

" Is it a simple key ? " 

" No, sir, it is a Chubb's key. " 

" Very good. Mrs. Marker, you can go. Now we are mak- 
ing a little pn^iress. Our lady enters the room, advances to the 
bureau, and either opens it or tries to do so. While she is thus 
engaged, young Willoughby Smith enters the room. In her 
hurry to withdraw the key, she makes this scratch upon the 
door. He seizes her, and she, snatching up the nearest ob- 
ject, which happens to be this knife, strikes at him in order to 
make him let go his hold. The blow is a fatal one. He falls 
and she escapes, either with or without the object for which 
she has come. Is Susan, the mud, there? Could anyone 
have got away through that door after the time that you heard 
the cry, Susan P " 
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" No, air, it is impossible. Before I got down the itMir, 
I'd have seen anyone in the passage. Beodes, the door aenr 
opened, or I would have heard it " 

"That settles this exit. Then no doubt the ladj went oat 
the way she came. I understand that this other pasmge leads 
mly to the Fn^essor's room. There is no exit that way t " 

" No, idr. " 

" We shall go down it and make the acquaintance of the Pro- 
fessor. Halloa, Hopkins! this is veiy important, voy im- 
portant indeed, llie Prttfessor'B corridor is also lined with 
cocoanut mattii^.'' 

" Well, Edr, what of that P " 

" Don't you see any bearing upon the case ? WdL wdl, 
I don't insist upon it. No doubt I am wrong. And yet 
it seems to me to be suggestiTe. Come with me and intro- 
duce me." 

We passed down the passage, which was of the same length 
as that which led to the garden. At the end was a short flij^t 
fA steps ending in a door. Onr guide knocked, and then 
ushered us into the Professor's bedroom. 

It was a veiy large chamber, lined with innumaable volumes, 
which bad overfiowed from the shelves and lay in jnles in the 
comets, or were stacked all round at the base of the cases, lite 
bed was in the centre of the room, and in it, propped up with 
{hUowb, was die ownn- of the house. I have sddom seen a next 
remaikable-looking petstm. It was a gaunt, aqiuHne face 
tdiich was turned towards us, with jnercing datk eyes, whicb 
luiked in deep hoUows under overiiung and tufted brows. Hia 
hair and beard were white, save that the latter was curiously 
sbuned with yellow around his mouth. A cigarette glowed 
amid the tangle of white hair, and the air ri the room was fetid 
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witb stale tobacco-nDoke. As he held out his hand to Holmes, 
I percaTcd that it vas also stained with yellow mcotine. 

" A smdcer, Mr. Hdmes P " said he, speaking in well-chosen 
Enf^ish, with a curious little mincing accent. ** Pray take a 
ctgaiette. And you, mr ? I can recommend them, for I have 
them especially prepared by lonides, of Alexandria. He sends 
me a thousand at a time, and I grieve to say that I have to 
arrange for a fresh supjjy every fortnight. Bad, sir, very 
bad, but an old man has few pleasures. T<^>acco and my 
work — that is all that is left to me." 

Holmes had lit a dgarette, and was shooting little darting 
gluces all over the room. 

" Tobacco and my woric, but now only tobacco, " the old man 
excJumed. "Alas I what a fatal intemiptios! Who could have 
foreseen such a terrible catastrophe ? So estimable a young 
man ! I assure you that, after a few months' training be was an 
admirable assistant What do you think of the matter, Mr. 
Holmes ? " 

" I have not yet made up my mind. " 

" I shall indeed be indebted to you if you can throw a light 
where all is so daik to us. To a poor bookworm and invalid 
like myself such a blow is paralyzing. I seem to have lost the 
faculty of thought. But you are a man of action — you are a 
man of affairs. It is part d the everyday routine <tf your life. 
You can pieserre your balance in every emergency. We are 
fortunate, indeed, in having you at our side. " 

Holmes was padng up and down one side of the room whilst 
the old Professor was talking. I observed that he was smoking 
with extraordinaty rapidity. It was evident that he shared our 
host's liking for the fresh Alexandrian dgarettes. 

" Yes, sir, it is a crushing blow, " sud the old man. " That is 
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my viagnum ojntB — the pile of papeis on the side table yonder. 
It is my analysis of the documents found in the Coptic monas- 
teries of Syria and Egypt, a woik which wiU cut deep at the very 
foundation of rerealed religion. With my enfeebled health I 
do not know whether I shall ever be able to com^dete H, 
now that my assistant has been taken from me. Dear me! 
Mr. Holmes, why, you are even a quicker smoker than I am 
myadl." 

Holmes smiled. 

" I am a connoisseur, ** sud he, taking another cigarette from 
the boy. — his fourth — and %hting it from the stub <rf that 
which he had finished. " 1 will not trouble you with any lengthy 
cross-examination, Pnrfessor Coram, mnee I gather that you 
were in bed at the time <^ the crime, and could know nothing 
about it. I would only ask this. What do you imagine that 
this poor fellow meant by fais last words: 'The Professor — it 
was she' ? " 

The Professor shook his head. 

" Susan is a country girl, " said be, " and you know the in- 
credible stupidity at that class. I fancy that the poor fellow 
muimured some incoherent, delirious words, and that she twist- 
ed them into this meamngless message. " 

" I see. You hare no explanation yourself of the tragedy ? " 

" Possibly an accident, possibly — I only breathe it tanoag 
ourselves — a suicide. Young men have their hidden troubles 
— some affair of the heart, perhaps, which we have never 
known. It is a more prt4>able supposition than murder. " 

" But the eye-glasses P " 

"Ah! I am only a student — a man of dreams. Icannotex- 
plain the practical things of life. But still, we are aware, my 
friend, that love^oges may take strange shapes. By all means 
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take another cigarette. It is a pleasure to see anyone appre- 
ciate them so. A fan, a glove, glasses — who knows what article 
maj be carried as a token or treasured when a man puts an end 
to bis life.? This gentleman speaks <4 footsteps, in the grass. 
but, after all, it is easy to be mistaken on such a pcnnt. As to 
the knife, it might well be thrown far from the unfortunate 
man as be fell. It is possible that I speak as a child, but 
to me it seems that Willoughby Smith has met his fate by 
bis own hand." 

Holmes seemed struck by the theory thus put forward, and he 
continued to walk up and down for some time, lost in thought 
and consuming cigarette after cigarette. 

" Tell me. Professor Coram, " he sud, at last, " what is in that 
cupboard in the bureau ? " 

"Nothing that would help a thief. Family papers, letters 
ftv>m my poor wife, diplomas of universities which have done 
me honour. Here is the key. You can look for yourself. " 

Holmes pcked up the key, and looked at it for an instant, 
then he handed it back. 

" No, I hardly think that it would hdp me, " said he. " I 
dould prrfer to go quietly down to your garden, and turn the 
i^ole matter over in my head. There is something to be said 
for the tfaeoiy ci suicide which yon have put forward. We must 
apologize for having intruded upon you. Professor Coram, and 
I promise that we won't disturb you until after lunch. At 
two o'clock we wilt come agwn, and report to you anjrtlung 
viiiich may have happened in the interval. " 

Holmes was curiously distrait, and we walked up and down 
the garden path for some time in riloice. 

" Have you a clue ? " I asked, at last. 

* li depends upon those cigarettes that I smoked, " said he. 
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** It is posaible tiut I un utteriy mutaken. The dgarettes will 
■how me." 
"My dear Htdmes." I ezdoimed, "how on earth — " 
"Wcdlt w^, you may see for yourself, If not, there's no 
harm dtme. Of course, we always have the optician due to fall 
bade apon, but I take a short cut when I can get it Ah, here ia 
the good Mrs. Marian I Let us oijoy five minutes of instructive 
conversation with her. " 

I may have remariced before that Hdmes had, when he liked, 
a peculiariy ingratiating way with women, and that he very 
readily established terms of confidence with them. In half the 
time which he had named, he had captured the housekeeper's 
goodwill, and was chatting with her as if he had known her for 
years. 

"Yes, Mr. Holmes, it is as you say, rir. He does smdce 
something terrible. All day and sometimes all night, sir. I've 
seen that room of a morning — well, sir you'd have thought it 
was a London fog. Poor young Mr. Smith, he was a smoker 
also, but not as bad as the Professor. His health — wdl, I 
don't know that it's better nor worse for the smoking. " 
"Abl" said Holmes, " but it kills the appetite." 
" Well. I don't know about that, sir. " 
" I suppose the Professor eats hardly anything P ** 
" Well, he is variable. Fll say that for him. " 
" I'll wager he took no breakfast this morning, and won't face 
his lunch after all the dgarettea I saw him consume. " 

" Wdl, you're out there, sir, as it happens, for he ate aremaik- 
able big breakfast this morning. I don't know when I've 
known him make a better one, and he's ordered a good dish of 
cutlets for his lunch. I'm surprised myself, for since I came 
into that room yesterday and saw young Mr. Smith lying there 
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on the floor, I couldn't bear to look at food. Well, it takes all 
sorts to make a worldt and the Professor hasn't let it take his 
appetite sway. " 

We loitered the morning away in the garden. Stanley Hop- 
kins had gone down to the village to look into some rumours of 
a strange woman who had been seen by some children on the 
Chatham Road the previous moming. As to my friend, all his 
usual energy seemed to have deserted him. I had never known 
him handle a case in such a half-hearted fashion. Even the 
news brought back by Hofddns that he had found the children, 
and that tiiey had undoubtedly seen a woman exactly corre- 
sponding with Holmes' description, and wearing either spec- 
tacles or eye-glasses, failed to rouse any sign of keen interest. 
He was more attentive when Susan, who waited upon us at 
lunch, volunteered the information that she believed Bfr. Smith 
had been out for a walk yesterday moming, and that he had 
only returned half an hour before the tragedy occurred. I 
could not myself see the bearing of this incident, but I clearly 
percaved that Holmes was weaving it into the general scheme 
which he bad formed in his brain. Suddenly he sprang from 
his chair and glanced at his watch. "Two o'clock, gentlemen," 
said he. " We must go up and have it out with our friend, the 
Professor. " 

The old man had just finished his lunch, and certainly his 
empty dish bote evidence to the good appetite with which his 
housekeeper hod credited him. He was, indeed, a weird figure 
as he turned bis white mane and his glowing eyes towards us. 
The eternal dgaiette smouldered in his mouth. He had been 
dressed, and was seated in an ormchur by the fire. 

"Well, Mr. Holmes, have you s<Jved this mystery yet?" 
He shoved the laige tin of dgarettes which stood on a table be- 
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tide him towards my companion. Holmes stretched out bis 
hand at tiie same moment, and between them they tipped the 
box over the edge. For a minute or two we were all on our 
knees retrieving stray cigarettes from impossible places. When 
we rose again, I observed Holmes' eyes were aliimiig and his 
cheeks tinged with cdour. Only at a crisis have I seen tiiose 
battle-signals flying. 

** Yes, " said he, " I have sdved it. " 

Stanley Hopkins uid I stored in amazemmt. S(nnethiDg 
like a sneer quivered over the gaunt features of the dd 
Professor. 

" Indeed I In the garden P " 

" No, here. " 

"Here! When?" 

" This instant. " 

" You are surely joking. Mi. Sherlock Hdmes. You c:om- 
pel me to teU you that this is too serious a matter to be treated 
in such a fashion. 

" I have forged and tested every Unk of my chain. Professor 
Coram, tuid I am sure that it is sound. What your motives are, 
or what exaicA part you play in this strange business, I am not 
yet able to say. In a few minutes I shall probably hear it from 
your own lips. Meanwhile I will reconstruct what is past for 
your benefit, so that you may know the information which I 
still require. 

" A lady yesterday entered your study. She came with the 
intention of possessing herself of certain documents which were 
in your bureau. She had a key of her own. I have bad an op- 
portuni^ of examining yours, and I do not find that slight dis- 
colouration which the scratch made upon the varnish would 
have produced. You were not on accessory, tiierefore, and 
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she came, so far as I can read the evidence, without jour 
knowledge to rob 70U. " 

The Professor blew a cloud from his lips. "This is most 
interesting and instructive, " said he. ** Have 70U do more to 
add f Surely, having traced this lady so far, you can also say 
what has become of her. " 

" 1 will endeavour to do so. In the first place she was seized 
by your secretary, and stabbed him in order to escape. This 
catastrophe I am inclined to regard as an unhappy accident, for 
I am convinced that tiie lady had no intention of inflicting so 
grievous an injury. Anassassindoesnotcomeunarmed. Hor- 
rified by what she had done, she rushed wildly away from the 
scene of the tragedy. Unfortunately for her, she had lost her 
glasses in the scuffle, and as she was extremely short-sighted 
she was really helpless without them. She ran down a corri- 
dor, which she imagined to be that by which she had come — 
both were lined with cocoanut matting — and it was onjy when 
it was too late that she understood that she had taken the wrong 
passage, and that her retreat was cut off behind her. What was 
she to do P She could not go back. She could not remun 
where she was. She must go on. She went on. She mounted 
a stair, pushed open a door, and found herself in your 
room." 

The old man sat witii his mou& open, staring wildly at 
Holmes. Amazement and fear were stamped upon his ex- 
I»esnve features. Now, with an effort, he shrugged his 
shoulders and burst into inrincere laughter. 

** AU very fine, Mr. Hdmes, " said be. " But there is one 
little flaw in your splendid theoiy. I was myself in my room, 
and I never left it during the day. " 

" I am awaie of that, Fn^essor Coram. " 
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" And'Tou mean to say that I could lie upon that bed and not 
be aware that a woman had entered my room P " 

" I never said so. You wttre aware of it. You spoke with 
her. You recognised her. You aided her to escape. ** 

Again the Professor burst into high-keyed laughter. T5a bad 
risen to his feet, and his eyes glowed like embers. 

"You ate mad!" he cried. " You are talking insanely. I 
hdped her to escape P Where is she now P " 

" She is there, " said Holmes, and he pointed to a high book- 
case in the comer of the room. 

I saw the old man thiov up his arms, a terrible convulsion 
passed over his grim face, and he fdl back in his chair. At the 
same instant the bookcase at which Holmes pointed swung 
round upon a hingCi and a woman rushed out into the room. 
" You are right ! ** she cried, in a strange, f orogn voice. " Yon 
are right! I am here. " 

She was brown with the dust, and draped with the cobwdis, 
whidi had come from the walls <^ her hiding-{Jace. Her face, 
too, was streaked with grime, and at the best she could never 
have been handsome, for she had the exact [diysical characteris- 
tics which Holmes had divined, with, in addition, a long and ob- 
stinate chin. What with her natural blindness, and what with 
the change from dark to light, she stood as one dazed, blinking 
about her to see where and who we were. And yet, in spite 
of all these disadvantages, there was a certain nobility in the 
woman's bearing — a gallantry in the defiant chin and in the 
upraised head, which compelled something of respect and 
admiration. 

Stanley Hopkins bad laid hia hand upon her arm and 
claimed her as his prisoner, but she waved him aside gently, and 
yet with an overmastering dignity which <»mpdled obedience. 



3 by Google 



THE ADTENTUBE OF THE GOIDEN PINC&-NEZ OS 

The old man lay back in his chair with a twitching face, and 
stared at her with brooding eyes. 

"Yes, sir, I am your prisoner," she said. "From where I 
stood I could hear everything, and I know that you have learned 
the truth. I confess it all. It was I who killed the young man. 
But you are right — you who say it was an accident. Ididnot 
even know that it was a knife which I held in my hand, for in 
my despair I snatched anything horn the table and struck at him 
to make him let me go. It is the tnitli that I tell. " 

** Madam, " said Hohnes, " I am sure that it is the truth. 1 
fear that you are far from well. " 

She bad turned a dreadful colour, the more ghastly under the 
daric dust-streaks upon her face. She seated herself on the 
side of the bed ; then she resumed. 

" I have only a little time here, " she said, " but I would have 
you to know the whole truth. I am this man's wife. He is not 
an Englishman. He is a Russian. His name I wiU not teU. " 

For die first time the old man stirred. "God bless yon, 
Anna!" hecried. "God bless you I" 

She cast a look of the deepest disdain in his direction. " Why 
should you cling so hard to that wretched life of yours, Sa- 
gius ? " said she. " It has done harm to many, and good to 
none — not even to yourself. However, it is not for me to 
cause the frail thread to be snapped before God's time. I have 
enough already upon my soul since I crossed the threshold of 
this cursed house. But I must speak or I shall be too late. 

" I have said, gentlemen, that I am this man's wife. He was 
fifty and I a foolish giri of twenty when we married. It was in a 
dty of Russia, a University — I will not name the place. " 

" God bless you, Annal " murmured tiie old man again. 

" We were reformers — revolutionists — Nihilists, you under- 
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stand. He and I and many more. Then there came a time of 
trouble, a police officer was killed, many were arrested, evidence 
was wanted, and in order to save his own life and to earn a great 
reward, my huaband betrayed his own wife and his compan- 
ions. Yes, we were all arrested upon his confession. Some of 
us found our way to the gallows, and some to Siberia. I was 
among these last, but my term was not for life. My husbaiMl 
came to England with his ill-gotten gains, and has lived in quiet 
ever since, knowing well that if tiie Brotherhood knew where he 
was not a week would pass before justice would be done. " 

The old man reached out a trembling hand, and helped 
faimsdf to a cigarette. "I am in your hands, Anna," said 
he. " You were always good to me. " 

" I have not yet told you the h^bt of his villainy, " said she. 
" Among our comrades of the Order, there was one who was 
the friend of my heart. He was noble, imselfish, loving — all 
that my husband was not. He bated violence. We were all 
guilty — if that is guilt — but he was not. He wrote for ever dis- 
suading us from such a course. These letters would have 
saved him. So would my diary, in which, from day to day, I 
had entered both my feelings towards him and the view which 
each of us had taken. My husband found and kept both diary 
and letters. He hid them, and be tried hard to swear away the 
young man's life. In this he failed, but Alexis was sent a cm- 
vict to Siberia, where now, at this moment, he woi^ in a salt 
mine. Think of that, you vilUun, you villun ! — now, now, at 
this very moment, Alesds, a man whose name you are not 
worthy to speak, worics and lives like a slave, and yet I have 
your life in my hands, and I let you go. " 

" You were always a noble woman, Anna, " stud the old man, 
puffing at his cigarette. 
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She had risen, but she fell bade again with a Uttle cry of pain. 

" I must finish, " she said. " When mj term was over I set 
myself to get the diary and letters which, if sent to the Russiaii 
Government, would procure my friend's release. I knew that 
my husband had come to England. After months of searching 
I discorered where he was. I knew that he still had the diary, 
for when I was in Siberia I had a letter from him once, re- 
proaching me and quoting some passages from its pages. Yet 
t was sure that, with bis revengeful nature, he would never give 
it to me of his own free-will. I must get it for myself. With 
this object I engaged an agent from a private detective firm, 
who entered my husband's house as a secretary — it was your 
second secretary, Sergius, the one who left you so hurriedly. He 
found that papers were kept in the cupboard, and he got an im- 
[M«ssion of the key. He would not go farther. He furnished 
me with a plan of the house, and he told me that in the fore- 
noon the study was always empty, as the secretary was em- 
ployed up here. So at last I took my courage in both hands, 
and I came down to get the papers for myself. I succeeded; 
but at what a cost! 

" I had just taken the papers and was locking the cupboard, 
when the young man seized me. I had seen him already that 
morning. He had met me on the road, and I had asked him to 
tdl me where Professor Coram hved, not knowing that he was 
in his employ. " 

"Exactly! exactly I" said Holmes. "The secretary came 
back, and told his employer of the woman he had met. Then 
in his last breath, he tried to send a message that it was she — 
the she whom he had just discussed with him. " 

" You must let me apeak, " sud the woman, in an imperative 
voice, and her face contracted as if in pain. "When he had 
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f aUen I rushed from the room, choee the wrong door, and found 
mysdf in my husband's room. He spoke of giving me up. I 
showed him that if he did so, his life was in my hands, li he 
gave me to the law, I could give him to the Brotherhood. It was 
not that I wished to live for my own sake, but it was that I 
deured to accomplish my purpose. He knew that I would do 
what I aaid — that his own fate was invdved in mine. For that 
reason, and for no other, he shielded me. He thrust me into that 
dark hidiog-{daee — a rdic of old days, known only to himself. 
He took his meals in his own room, and soVas able to give me 
part of his food. It was agreed that when the police left the 
house I should slip away by night and come bade no more. But 
in some way you have read our plans." She tore from the bosom 
of her dress a small packeL " These are my last words, " said 
she ; " here is the packet which will save Alexis. I confide it to 
your honour and to your love <rf justice. Take it 1 You will de- 
liver it at the Russian Embassy. Now, I have done my du^, 
and — " 

"Stop her)** cried Hdmes. He had bounded across the 
room, and had wrenched a small phial from her hand. 

"Toolatel" she said, sinking bade on the bed. "Toolate! 
I took the ptHson before I Idt my hiding-[dace. My head 
swimsl I am gnngt I diaige you. sir, to remember the 
packet." 

" A simple case, and yet. in some ways, an instructive one, " 
Holmes remaiked. as we travelled back to town. "It hinged 
from the outset upon tiie pince-nez. But for the fortunate 
chance at the dying man having seized these, I am not sure that 
we could ew have reached our solution. It was clear to me, 
from the strength of the glasses, that the wearer must have been 
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very blind acd helpless wheo deprived of them. When you 
asked me to believe that she walked along a nairow strip of 
grass without once nuddng a false step, I remariced, as you may 
remember, that it was a noteworthy performance. In my mind 
I set it down as an impossible perfonnaoce, save in the unlikdy 
case that she had a second pair of glasses. I was forced, there- 
fore, to seriously consider the hypothesis that she had remained 
within the house. On perceiving the similarity of the two cor- 
ridors, it became dear that she might very easily have made 
such a mistake, and, in that case, it was evident that she must 
have entered the Professor's room. I was keenly on the alert, 
therefore, for whatever would bear out this supposition, and 
I examined the room narrowly for anything in the shape oi a 
hiding-place. The carpet seemed continuous and firmly nuled, 
so I dismissed the idea of a trap-door. There might wdl be 
a recess behind the books. As you are aware, such devices are 
common in old Ubrariea. I observed that books were ]»Ied on 
the floor at all other points, but that one bookcase was left 
dear. This, then, might be the door. I could see no mariu 
to guide me, but the carpet was of a dun colour, which lends 
itsdf very well to examination. I therefore smoked a great 
number (^ those excellent cigarettes, and I dropped the ash all 
over the space in front of the suspected bookcase. It was 
a sample trick, but exceedingly effective. I then went down- 
stairs, and I ascertained, in your presence, Watson, without 
your perceiving the drift of my remarics, that Professor 
Coram's consumption of food had increased — as one would 
expect when he is supplying a second person. We then as- 
cended to the room again, when, by upsetting the dgarette-box, 
I obtuned a very excellent view c^ the floor, and was able to 
see quite deariy, from tfae traces upon the cigarette ash, that 
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the prisoner had in our absence come out from her retreat. 
WeU, Hopkins, here we are at Charing Cross, and I congratulate 
you on having brought your case to a successful condnuon. 
You are going to headquarters, no doubt. I think, Watson, 
you and I will drive together to the Russian Embassy. ** 
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W E were fairly accustomed to recave wdrd tdegnuns &t 
Baker Street, but I have a particular recollection of one 
which reached ub on a gloomy February morning, some seven 
or eight years ago, and gave Mr. Sherlock Holmes a puzzled 
quarter of an hour. It was addressed to him, and ran thus : — 

" Hease await me. Terrible misfortune. Bight wing three- 
quarter missing, indispensable to-morrow. — Otbbton." 

"Strand poatmaik, and dispatched ten-thirty-six," said 
Holmes, reading it over and over. " Mr. Overton was evidently 
considerably excited when he sent it, and somewhat incoherent 
in consequence. Well, well, he will be here, I dare say, by the 
time I have looked through the Tirne^, and then we shall know 
all about it. Even the most inaigtuficant problem would be 
welcome in these stagnant days." 

Tilings had indeed been very slow with ua, and I had learned 
to dread such periods of inaction, for I knew by experience 
that my companion's brain was so abnormally active that it 
was dangerous to leave it without material upon which to 
work. For years I had gradually weaned him from that drug- 
mania which had threatened once to check his remarkable 
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career. Now I knew that under ordinary conditions he no 
longer craved for ibis artificial stimulua, but I was well aware 
that the fiend was not dead but sleeping, and I have known 
that the sleep was a light one and the waking near when in 
periods of idleness I have seen the drawn look upon Holmes* 
ascetic face, and the brooding of his deep-set and inscrutable 
eyes. Therefore I blessed this Mr. Overton, whoever be might 
be, since he had come with his enigmatic message to break that 
dangerous calm which brought more peril to my &iend than aU 
the storms of his tempestuous life. 

As we had expected, the tel^ram was soon followed by its 
sender, and the card of Mr. Cyril Overton, Trinity College, 
Cambridge, announced the arrival of an enormous young man, 
sixteen stone of soHd bone and muscle, who spanned the door- 
way with bis broad shoulders, and looked from one of us to the 
other with a comely face which was haggard with anxiety. 

" Mr. Sherlock Holmes ? " 
, My companion bowed. 

"I've been down to Scotland Yard, Mr. Holmes. I saw 
Inspector Stanley Hopldas. He advised me to come to you. 
He said the case, so far as he could see, was more in your line 
than in that of the regular police." 

" Pray sit down and tell me what is the matter." 

" It's awful, Mr. Holmes — simply awful 1 I wonder my hur 
isn't grey. Godfrey Staunton — you've heard of him, of 
course f He's amply the hinge that the whole team turns on. 
I'd radier spare two from the pack, and have Godfrey for my 
three-quarter line. Whether it's passing, or tackling, or drib- 
bling, there's no (me to touch him, and then, he's got the head, 
and can hold ua idl together. What am I to do ? That's what 
I ask you, Mr. Holmes. There's Mooriiouse, first reserve. 
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but he is trained as a half, and he always edges right in on to 
the scrum instead of keeping out on the toudiline. He's a 
fine place-kick, it's true, but then he has no judgment, and he 
can't sfwint for nuts. Why, Morton or John^n, the Oxford 
fliers, could romp round him. Stevenson is fast enough, but 
he couldn't drop from the twenty-five line, uid a thiee-quarter 
who can't dtber punt or drop isn't worth a place for pace alone. 
No, Mr. Holmes, we are d<me unless you can hdp me to find 
Godfrqr Staunton." 

My friend had listcmed with amused surprise to this long 
speech, whidi was poured forth with extraonUnaiy vigour and 
earnestness, every point being driven home by the slapping <^ 
a brawny hand upon the speaker's knee. When our visitor 
was silent Holmes stretched out his hand and took down letter 
" S " of his commonplace book. For once he dug in vain into 
that mine of varied information. 

"Tliere is Arthur H. Staunton, the rising young forger," 
8ud he, "and there was Henry Staunton, whom I helped to 
hang, but Godfrey Staunton is a new name to me." 

tt was our visitor's turn to look surprised. 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you knew things," said he. 
" I suppose, then, if you have never heard of Godfrey Staunton, 
you don't know Cyril Overton dther ? " 

-Holmes shook his head good humouredly. 

" Great Scot ! " cried the athlete. " Why, I was first reserve 
for England against Wales, and I've skippered the 'Varsity all 
this year. But that's nothing! I didn't think there was a 
soul in England who didn't know Godfrey Staunton, the cradt 
tfaree-quarta'. Cambridge, Blackheath, and five Internationals. 
Good Lord t Mr. Holmes, where have you lived ? " 

Hcdmes laughed at the young giant's nuve astonishment. 
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** You live in a different worid to me, Mr. Overton — a sweeter 
and healthier one. M; ramifications stretch out into many 
sections of society, but never, I am happy to say, into amateur 
sport, which is the best and soundest thing in England. How- 
ever, your unexpected visit this morning shows me that even 
in that worid of fresh air and fair [day, there may be woric lor 
metodo. So now, my good sir, I beg you to sit down and to teD 
me, slowly and quietly, exactly what it is that has occurred, and 
bow you desire that I should help you." 

Young Overton's face assumed the bothered look of the man 
who is more accustomed to using his muscles than his wits, 
but by degrees, with many repetitions sad obscurities which I 
may omit from bis narrative, he laid bis strange stoiy before us. 
" It's this way, Mr. Holmes. As I have said, I am the skip- 
per of the Rugger team ctf Cambridge *Vatsity, and Godfny 
Staunbm is my best man. To-morrow we play Oxford. Yes- 
terday we all came up, and we settled at Bentley's private hotel. 
At ten o'clock I went round and saw that all the fellows had 
gone to roost, for I believe in strict training and plenty of sleep 
to keep a team fit. I had a word or two with Godfr^ before 
he turned in. He seemed to me to be pale and bothered. I 
asked him what was the matter. He said he was all right — 
just a toudi cS headache^ I bade him good-night and left 
him. Half an hour later, the porter tells me that a rough-look- 
ing man with a beard called with a note for Godfrey. He bad 
not gone to bed, and the notewas taken to his' room. Godfr^ 
read it, and fell back in a chair as if be had been pole-axed. 
The porter was so scared that he was going to fetch me, but 
Godfrey stopped him, had a drink of water, and pulled him- 
sdf together. Then he went downstairs, said a few words 
to the man who was waiting in the h^, and the two of them 
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went off together. The last that the porter saw of them, they 
were almost niimiiig down the street in the direction of the 
Strand. This morning Godfrey's room was empty, his bed 
bad never been slept in, and his things were all just as I had 
seen Uiern the night b^ore. He had gone off at a moment's 
notice with this stranger, and no word has come from him 
since. I don't believe he will ever come back. He was a 
sportsman, was Godfrey, down to his marrow, and he wouldn't 
have stopped his training and let in his skipper if it were not 
for some cause that was too strong for him. No : I feel as if he 
were gone tor good, and we should never see him again." 

Sherlock Hdmes listened with the deepest attention to this 
singular narrative. 

" What did you do P " he asked. 

" I wired to Cambridge to learn if anything had been heard 
of him there. I have had an answer. No one has seen him." 

" Could he have got back to Cambridge ? " 

"Yea, there is a late tnun — quarter-past eleven." 

" But, so far as you can ascertain, he did not take it P " 

" No, he has not been seen." 

" What did you do next ? " 

" I wired to Lord Mount-James." 

" Why to Lord Mount-James P " 

" Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord Mount-James is his nearest 
relative — his uncle, I believe." 

"Indeed. This throws new light upon the matter. Lord 
Mount-James is one of the richest men in England." 

" So Fve heard Godfrey say." 

" And your friend was closely related P " 
' "Yes, be was his heir, and the old boy is neafly eighty ■•— 
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cimm full o( gout. too. Th^ say be could chalk his billiard- 
cue with his knuddes. He never allowed Godfrey a shiUing 
in his life, for be is bd abs<dute uomx, but it will all come to 
him right enough." * 

** Have you beard from Lord Mount-James f " 

"No." 

"What motive could your friend have in gcung to Lord 
Mount-James ? ** 

** Well, something was worrying him the night before, and if 
it was to do wilh money it is possible that he would make for 
bis nearest rdative who had so much of it, though from aU I 
have heard he would not have mu<ui chance of getting it. God- 
fr^ was not fond of the old man. He would not go if he could 
hdp it." 

"Wdl, we can soon determine that. If your friend was 
grang to his relative. Lord Mount-James, you have then to 
explain the visit oS this rough-looking fellow at so late an hour, 
and the agitation that was caused by lus coming." 

Cyril Overton pressed his hands to his head. " I can make 
nothing of it," said he. 

" Wdl, well, I have a clear day, and I shall be happy to look 
into the matter," siud Holmes. " I should strongly recommend 
you to make your preparstiona for your match without refeiv 
ence to this young genUauao. It must, as you say, have been 
an overpowering neceasify which tore him away in such a 
fashion, and the same necessity is likely to hold him away. 
Let us step round together to the hotel, and see if the porter 
can throw any fresh light upon the matter." 

Sheriock Holmes was a past-master in the art of putting a 
humble witness at his ease, and very soon, in the privacy of 
Godfrey Staunton's abandoned room, he had extracted W 
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that the porter had to tell. The visitor of the night before was 
not a gentleman, nather was he a woridngman. He was 
simply what the porter described as a " medium-looking chap ", 
a man of fifty, heard grizzled, pftle face, quietly dressed. He 
seemed himself to be agitated. The porter had observed his 
hand trembling when he had held out the note. Godfrey 
Staunton had crsmmed the note into his podcet. Staunton 
had not shaken hands with the man in the hall. They had 
ezchuiged a few sentences, of which the porter had only dis- 
tinguished the one word " time. " Then they had hurried off in 
the manner described. Itwasjusthalf-pasttenbythchallclock. 

"L^ me see," sud Holmes, seating himself on Staunton's 
bed. " You are the day porter, are you not ? " 

"Yes, sir, Igooff duty at eleven." 

" The night porter saw nothing, I suppose 7 " 

"No, sir, one theatre psiiy came in late. No one else." 

" Were you on duly all day yesterday ? " 

-Yes. air." 

" Did you take any messages to Mr. Staunton ? " 

"Yea, sir, one tels^iram." 

"Ahl that's interesting. What o'clock was this?" 

"About six." 

" Where was Mr. Staunton when he received it ? " 

" Here in his room." 

" Were you present when he opened it P " 

" Yes, sir, I waited to see if there was an answer." 

"Well, was there?" 

" Yes, sir, he wrote an answer." 

"Did you take it?" 

" No, he took it himself." 

** But he wrote it in your [uvsence ? " 



3 by Google 



«oe THE RETUBN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 

" Yes, sir. I was standing by the door, and he with his back 
turned at that table. When he bad written it, he said: 'All 
right, porter, I wiU take this myself.* " 

" What did he write it with ? " 

" A pen, sir." 

" Was the telegraphic form one of these on the table ? " 

" Yes, sir, it was the top one." 

Holmes rose. Taking the forms, he carried them over 
to the window and carefully examined that which was up- 
permost. 

" It is a pity he did not write in pendl," sud he, throwing 
them down again with a shrug of disappointment. " As .you 
have DO doubt frequently observed, Watson, the impression 
usually goes through — a fact which has dissolved many a 
happy marriage. However, I can find do trace here. I re- 
j<Mce, however, to perceive that he wrote with a broad-pmnted 
quill pen, and I can hardly doubt that we will find some im- 
pression upon this blotting-pad. Ah, yes, surely this is the veiy 

He tore off a strip of the blotting-paper and turned towards 
us the following hien^Iyphic : — 



Cyril Overton was much excited. "Hold it to the glass!" 
he cried. 

"That is unnecessary," said Holmes. "The paper is thin. 
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and the rererse will give the message. Here it is." He turned 
it over, and we read : — 



" So that is the tail end of the tel^ram which Godfrey Staun- 
ton dispatched within a few hours of his disappearance. There 
are at least six words of the message which have escaped ua; 
but what remuns — 'Stand by us for God's sake I' — proves 
that this young man saw a formidable danger which approached 
him, and from which someone ebe could protect him. ' Ua^ 
maik you! Another person was involved. Who should it be 
but the pale-faced, bearded man, who seemed himself in so 
nervous a state ? What, then, \s the connection between God- 
frey Staunton and the bearded man 7 And what is the third 
source from which each of them sought for hdp against pressing 
danger P Our inquiry has already narrowed down to that" 

" We have only to find to whom that telegram is addressed." 
Isu^ested. 

" Exactiy, my dear Watson. Your- reflection, though pro- 
found, had already crossed my mind. But I dare say it may 
have come to your notice that, if you walk into a post-office and 
demand to see the counterfoil of another man's message, there 
may be some disinclination on the part of the officials to oblige 
you. There is so mudi red tape in these matters. However, 
I have no doubt that with a Uttle deUcacy and finesse the end 
may be attained. Meanwhile, I should like in your presence. 
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Mr. Overton, to go through these papers whidi have been left 

upon the table." 

Thne were a number ot letters, bills, aod note-books, which 
Hdmes turned over and examined witiii quick, nervous fingers 
and darting, penetrating ^es. " Nothing here," he said, at last. 
" Bj> the way, I suppose your friend was a healthy young td- 
low — nothing amiss with him?" 

** Sound as a bdl." 

" Have you ever known him ill ? " 

" Not a day. He has been laid up with a hade, and once he 
aUpped his knee-cap, but that was nothing." 

" PeriiapB he was not so strong as you suppose. I should 
think he may have had some secret trouble. With your assent, 
I will put one or two cl these papers in my podut, in case they 
should bearupMt our future inquiry." 

" One moment — one mtnocnt I " cried a querulous vtuoe, and 
we looked up to find a queer little dd man, jerking and twitch- 
ing in the doorway. He was dressed in rusty blade, with a very 
broad brimmed top-hat and a loose white necktie — the whole 
effect being that ot a very rustic parson or erf an undertaker's 
mute. Yet, in spite oi his shabby and even absurd appearance, 
his voice had a shaip crackle, and his maimer a quidt intensity 
wlucb commanded attention. 

"Who are you, sir, and by what right do you touch this 
gentleman's papers 7 " he asked. 

" I am a private detective, and I am eodeavoariiig to eaqdain 
his disappearance." 
•" Oh, you are, are yni ? And who instructed you, di ?" 

" This gentleman, Mr. Staunton's friend, was rclemd to me 
by Scotland Yard." 

"Whoareyou, rir?" 
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" I am Cyrfl Orertm." 

"Then it is joa who sent me a telegram. My name ia Lord 
Hount-James. I came round as quiddy as the Baynrater 
'bus would bring me. So you have instaructed a detective ? " 

" Yes, rir." 

" And ate you prepared to meet the coat ? " 

" I have no doubt, nr, that my friend Godht^, wbta m find 
him, will be prepared to do that" 

" But if he ia never found, di P Answer me thati " 

" In that case, no doubt his family — " 

" Nothing of the sort, sirl " screamed the little man. " Don't 
look to me for a penny — not a pennyl You understand that, 
Mr. Detectivel I am all the family that this young man has 
got, and I tell you that I am not responsible. It he has any 
expectations it is due to the fact that I have never wasted money, 
and I do not propose to beg^ to do so now. As to those p^ten 
with which yon are making so fiee, I may tell you that in case 
there should be anything erf any value among th^n, yon will be 
hdd stricUy to account for what you do with th^n." 

" Veiy good, sir," said Sheriock Holmea. " May I ask, in the 
meanwhile, whether you have younelf any theoiy to account 
for this young man's disappearance F " 

" No, sir, I have not. He ia big enou^ and tAA enough to 
look after himself, and if he is bo foolish as to lose himself, 
I entirely refuse to accept the responsibili^ of hunting for 

" I quite understand your position," said Holmes, with a mis- 
chievous twinkle in his eyes. " Periiaps you don't quite under- 
stand mine. Godfrey Staunton appears to have been a poor 
man. If he has bem kidnapped, it could not have bem for 
anything whidi he himsdf possesses. Ilie fame d your wealth ^ 
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has gone abroad. Lord Mount-James, and it is entirely possible 
that a gang of thieves have secured your nephew in order to 
gain from him some informatioii as to your house, your 
habits, bnd your treasure." 

lite face of our un[deasant Uttle visitor turned as white as 
his neckdoth. 

"Heavens, sir, what an ideal I never thought of such vil- 
lainy! What inhuman R^es there are in the worid! But 
Godfrey is a fine lad — a staunch lad. Nothing would induce 
him to give his old uncle away. I'll have the plate moved over 
to the bank this evening. In the meantime spare no pains, Mr. 
Detectivel I b^ you to leave no stone unturned to biing him 
safely back. As to money, well, so far as a fiver, or even a 
tenner goes you can always look to me." 

Even in his chastened frame ot mind, tiie noble miser could 
give UB no information which could help ua, for he knew little 
of the private life of his nephew. Our only due lay in the trun- 
cated telegram, and with a copy of this in his hand Holmes set 
forth to find a second link for his duun. We had shaken off 
Lord MouDt-James, and Overton had gone to consult with the 
other members of his team over the misfortune which had 
befaQen ihem. 

There was a telegraph-office at a short distance from the 
hotd. We halted outside it. 

"It's worth trying, Watson," said Holmes. "Of course, 
with a warrant we could demand to see the counterfoils, but we 
have not reached that stage yet. I don't suppose they remem- 
ber faces in so busy a place. Let us venture it." 

" I am sorry to trouble you," said he, in his blandest manner, 
to the young woman bdiind the grating; "there is some small 
mistake about a telegram I sent yesterday. I have had no 



3 by Google 



THE HISSINO THBEE^DABTBR M8 

answer, and I very much fear that I must have omitted to put 
my name at the end. Could you tell me if this was so ? ** 

Tbs young woman turned over a sheaf oi counteif<nb. 

" What o'clock was it ? " she asked. 

"Alitaeaftersix." 

"Whom was it to?" 

Holmes put his finger to his lipa and f^anced at me. " Hie 
last words in it were ' for God's sake,' " he whispered, confi- 
dmtially; " I am very anxious at getting no answer." 

The young woman separated one of the forms. 

"Thb is it. There is no name." said she, smoothing it out 
upon the counter. 

"Thai that, of course, accounts for my getting no answer," 
said Holmes. "Dear me, how very stu|Md of me, to be sure! 
Good morning, miss, and many thanks for having relieved my 
mind." He chuckled and nibbed his hands when we found 
ourselves in the street once more. 

"WeUP-Iasked. 

" We progress, my dear Watson, we progress. I had seven 
different schemes for getting a glimpse of that tel^ram, but I 
could hardly hope to succeed the very first time." 

" And what have you gained ? " 

"A starting-point for our investigation." He hailed a cab. 
" King's Cross Station," said he, 

" We have a journey, then ? "* 

" Yes, I think we must tun down to Cambridge together. All 
the indicatiiHis seem to me to point in that direction." 

" TeU me," I asked, as we rattled up Gray's Inn Road, " have 
you any susfndon yet as to the cause of the disappearance t I 
don't think that among all our cases I have known one -when 
the motives are more obscure. Surely you don't really imagiiie 
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that he may be kidnapped in order to give infonnstion 
his wealthy unde f " 

" I ooofesB, my dear Watson, that that does not appeal to me 
as a very probable exjdanation. It struck me, however, as 
being tiie one which was most likely to interest that exceedingly 
unpleasant old person." 
" It certunly did that; but what are your alteinatives P " 
" I could mention several. You must admit that it is curious 
and suggestive that this incident should occur <hi the eve <rf 
this important match, and should involve the only man whose 
presence seems essential to the success ot the aide. It may, 
of course, be a coinddence, butit is interesting. Amateur sport 
is free from betting, but a good deal (^ outside betting goe^ on 
among the public, and it is possible that it might be worth 
someone's while to get at a player as the ruffians oi the tuif get 
at a race-horse. There is one exjdanation. A second v^ 
obvious one is that tlus young man really is the hdr <rf a great 
property, however modest his means may at present be, and it 
is not impossible that a plot to hold him for ransom might be 
cmcocted." 
" These theories take no account of the tdc^ram." 
" Quite true, Watson. The tdc^ram still remains the only 
solid thing with which we have to deal, and we must not permit 
our attention to wander away from it. It is to gain light upon 
the purpose ct this telcfiram that we are now upon our way 
to Cambridge. The path of our investigation is at inescnt 
obscure, but I shall be very much surprised if before evening 
we have not deared it up, or made a considerable advance 
along it." 

It was already dark when we readied the dd ITniversify Ci^. 
Holmes took a cab at the station, and oida«d the man to drive 
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to the house of Dr. heahe Armstrong. A few minutes later, we 
had stopped at a large mansion in the busiest thoroughfare. 
We were shown in, and after a long wait were at last admitted 
into the consulting-room, where we found the doctor seated 
behind his table. 

It argues the degree in which I had lost touch with my pro- 
fession that the name of Leslie Armstrong was unknown to 
me. Now I am aware that he ia not only one ai the heads of 
the medical school of the Universi^. but a thinker ot European 
reputation in more than one branch of science. Ytt even with- 
out knowing his brilliant record one could not ful to be im- 
pressed by a mere glance at the man, the square, massive face, 
the brooding eyes under the thatched brows, and the granite 
moulding of the inflexible jaw. A man of deep character, a 
man with an alert mind, grim, ascetic, self-contained, formi- 
dable — so I read Dr. Leslie Armstrong. He hdd my Mend's 
card in his hand, and he looked up with no veiy pleased 
expression upon his dour features. 

"I have heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and I 
am aware of your profession — one of which I by no means 
approve." 

" In that. Doctor, you will find yourself in agreement with 
every criminal in the country," said my friend, quietly. 

" So far as your efforts are directed towards the suppression 
of crime, sir, they must have the support of every reasonable 
member of the community, though I cannot doubt that the 
official machinery is amply sufficient for the purpose. Where 
your calling is more open to criticism is when you pry into the 
secrets of private individuals, when you rake up family matters 
which are better hidden, and when you incidentally waste the 
time vl men who are more busy than yourself. At the present 
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moment, for examine, I should be writing a treatiBe instead of 

conTCTsiiig with you." 

" No doubt, Doctor; and yet the conversation may prove mcse 
important than the treatise. Incidentally, I may tell you that 
we are doing the reverse ct what you veiy justly blame, and that 
we are endeavouring to prevent anything like public exposure oi 
private matters which must necessarily follow whea once the 
case is fairiy in the hands at the offitnal police. You may look 
upon me simjdy as an irregular pioneer, who goes in fnnit <rf the 
regular forces d the country. I have come to ask you about 
Mr. Godfrey Stauntrai." 

"What about him P" 

" Ymi know him, do you not ? " 

" He b an intimate frigid ot mine." 

" You are aware that he has disappeared ? " 

"Ah, indeed!" There was no change td expresmtm in the 
ru^ed features of the doctor. 

" He left his hotel last night — he has not bem heard ol." 

" No doubt he will return." 

"To-morrow is the "Varsity football match." 

"I have no sympathy with these childish games. The 
young man's fate intererts me deeply, since I know him and 
like him. The football match does not come within my 
horison at all." 

"I claim your sympathy, then, in my investigation t4 Bfr. 
Staunton's fate. Do you know lAere he is ? " 

" Cotainly not." 

" You have not seen him since yesterday P " 

"No, I have not" 

" Was Mr. Staunton a healthy man P * 

"^iwdutdy." 
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" Did you ever know him ill ? " 

" Never." 

Holmea popped a sheet ol paper before the doctor's eyes. 
" Then peihaps you will explain thirf receipted bill for thirteen 
guineas, paid by Mr. Godfrey Staunton last month to Dr. Les- 
lie Armstrong, of Cambridge. I [ndted it out from among the 
papers upcm his desk." 

The doctor flushed with anger. 

" I do not feel that there ia any reason why I should iMuksr 
an explanation to you, Mr. Holmes." 

Holmes replaced the bill in his note-book. " If you |wcfer 
a public explanation, it must come sooner or later," sud he. 
" I have already told you that I can hush up that whidi others 
will be bound to publish, and you would really be wiser to take 
me into your complete confidence." 

" I know nothing about it." 

" Did you hear from Mr. Staunton in L<mdon P " 

** Certainly not." 

"Dear me, dear me — the post-office againl" Htdmes sighed, 
wearily. "A most urgent telegram was dispatched to you 
from London by Godfrey Staunton at six-fifteen yesterday 
evening — a telegram which is undoubtedly associated with his 
disappearance — and yet you have not had it. It is most cul- 
pable. I shall certainly go down to the office here and rqjister 
a complaint." 

Dr. Leslie Armstrong sprang up frcnn bdiind his desk, and 
his dark face was crimson with fury. 

" rU trouble you to walk out of my house, sir," aaid he. " You 
can teD your emplt^er, Lord Mount-James, that I do not wish 
to have anything to do other with him or with his agents. No, 
sir — not another word I " He rang the bell furiously. " Jdm, 
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show these gentlemen out" A pompous butler ushered us 
severely to the door, and we found ourselves in the street. 
Eblmes burst out laughing. 

** Dr. Leslie Armstrong is certainly a man of enei^ and char- 
acter," said he. " I have not seen a man who, if he turns hia 
talents that way, was more calculated to fill the gap left by the 
illustrious Moriari^. And ikow, my poor Watson, here we are, 
stranded and friendless in this inhospitable town, which we 
cannot leave without abandoning our case. This Uttle inn just 
opposite Armstrong's house is singularly adapted to our needs. 
If you would engage a front room and purchase the necessaries 
for the night, I may have time to make a few inquiries." 

These few inquiries proved, however, to be a more lengthy 
proceeding than Holmes had imagined, for he did not return to 
the inn until nearly nine o'dock. He was pale and dejected, 
stuned with dust, and exhausted with hunger and fatigue. A 
cold supper was ready upon the table, and when his needs were 
satisfied and his pipe alight he was ready to take that half comic 
and wholly philosophic view which was natural to him when his 
affairs were going awry. The sound ot carriage wheels caused 
him to rise and glance out of the window. A brougham and 
pair of greys, under the glare of a gas-lamp, stood before the 
doctor's door. 

"It's been out three hours," said Holmes; "started at half- 
past six, and here it is back again. That gives a radius 
of ten or twelve miles, and he does it once, or sometimes 
twice, a day." 

" No unusual thing for a doctor in practice." 

" But Armstrong is not really a doctor in practice. He is 
a lecturer and a consultant, but be does not care for goieral 
practice, which distracts him from his literary worit. Why, 
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then, does he make these long journeys, which most be exceed- 
ingly iHcBome to him, and who is it that he visits ? " 

"HU coachman — " 

" M; dear Watscm, can you doubt that it was to him that I 
first applied F I do not know whether it came from his own 
innate depravity or from the promptings of his master, but he 
was rude enough to set a dog at me. Neither d(^ nor man 
liked the look oi my stick, however, and the matter fell through. 
Bdationa were strained after that, and further inquiries out oS 
the question. AH that I have learned I got from a friendly 
native in the yard of our own inn. It was he who told me of the 
doctor's habits and of his daily journey. At that instant, to 
give pcnnt to his words, the carriage came round to the door." 

" Could you not follow it F " 

"Excellent, Watson I You are sdntillaling this evening. 
Tie idea did cross my mind. There is, as you may have ob- 
served, a bicycle shop next to our inn. Into this I rushed, en- 
gaged a bicycle, and was able to get started bdore the carriage 
was quite out of sight. I rapidly overtook it, and then, keeping 
at a discreet distance of a hundred yards or so I followed its hn^ts 
until we were dear of the town. We bod got well out on the 
country road, when a somewhat mortifying inddent occurred. 
The carriage stopped, the doctor alighted, walked swiftly 
back to where I had also halted, and told me in on excellent 
sardonic fashion that he feared the road was narrow, and that 
he hoped his carriage did not impede the passage of my bicycle. 
Nothing could have been more admirable than his way trf put- 
ting it. I at once rode past the carriage, and, keepang to the 
main road, I went on for a few miles, aod then halted in a con- 
▼oiiait [dace to see if the carriage passed. There was no sign 
<rf it, however, and so it became evident that it had turned down 
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one at several aide roads wbich I bad observed. I rode back, 
but again saw nothing of the carriage, and now, as you per- 
ceive, it has returned after me. Of course, I had at the outset 
no parlicuUr leaMHi to connect these journeys with the dis> 
appearance of Godfrey Staunton, and was only inclined to in- 
vestigate them on the general grounds that eveiything whidi 
coDcenu Dr. Armstrong is at present of interest to us, but, 
now that I find he keeps so keen a look-out upon anyone who 
may follow him on these excursions, the affair appears more 
important, and I shall not be satisfied until I have made the 
matter dear." 

** We can follow him to-morrow." 

"Canwe? It is not so easy as you seemtathink. You are 
not familiar with Cambridgeshire sceneryToi* you ? It does 
not lend itself to concealment. AU this counby that I passed 
over to-night is as flat and deao as the pabn of your hand, and 
the man we are following is no fool, as he very deady showed 
to-night. I have wired to Overton to let us know any fresh 
Londcm developments at this address, and in the meantime 
we can only concentrate our attention upon Dr. Armstrong, 
iriiose name the obliging young lady at the office allowed me 
to read upon the counterfoil of Staunton's urgent message. He 
knows where the young man is — to that 111 swear, and if 
he knows, then it must be our own fault if we cannot manage 
to know also. At present it must be admitted that the odd 
trick is in his possession, and, as you are aware, Watson, it is 
not my habit to leave the game in that condition." 

And yet the next day brought us no nearer to the solution of 
the mystery. A note was handed in after breakfast, ndiich 
Holmes passed across to me with a smile. 

"Sir," it ran, " I can assure you that you are wasting your 
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time in dog^png my movements. I have, as ]rou discovered 
last night, a window at the back of my brougham, and if you 
dcnie a twenty-mile ride whidi will lead you to the spot from 
wfaidi you started, you have mly to fdlow me. Meanwhile, 
I can inform you that no spying upon me can in any way hdp 
Mr. Godfr^ Staunton, and I am convinced that the best sei^ 
vice you can do to that gentleman u to return at once to London 
and to report to your employer tiat you are unable to trace him. 
Your time in Cambridge will certainly be wasted. 
" Yours faithfully, 

"LeBLIE ABUffFItONG." 

"An outspoken, honest antagonist is the doctor," said 
Holmes. " WeU, well, be excites my curiosity, and I must really 
know before I leave him." 

" ffis carri^;e is at his door now," said I. " lliere he is step- 
fang into it. I saw him i^ance up at our window as he did so. 
Suppose I try my luck upon the bicyde ?" 

" No, no, my dear Watson I With all respect for your natural 
acumen, I do not think that you are quite a match for the worthy 
doctor. I think that possibly I can attain our end by some in- 
dependent explorations of my own. I am afraid that I must 
leave you to your own devices, as the appearance of two inquir- 
ing strangers upon a sleepy countryside might excite more gos- 
sip than I care tor. No doubt you will find some sights to 
amuse you in this venerable city, and I hope to bring back a 
more favourable report to you before evening." 

Once more, however, my friend was destined to be disap- 
pcnnted. He came back at night weaiy and unsuccessful. 

" I have had a blank day, Watson. Having got the doctor's 
general direction, I spent the day in visiting all the villages 
upon that side at Cambridge, and comparing notes with pub- 
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licans and other local news agencies. I have covered some 
ground. Chesterton, Histon, Waterbeach, and Oakington have 
each been explored, and have each proved disappointing. The 
daily appearance of a brougham and pair could hardly have 
been ovetioc^ed in nich Sleepy Hdlows. The doctor has 
seined once more. la there a telegram for me P ** 

"Yes, I opened it Here it is: 'Ask for Pompey fnmi 
Jeremy Dixon, Trinity College.' I dcm't understand it." 

"Oh, it is clear enough. It is from our friend Overton, 
and is in answer to a question from me. I'll just send round 
a note to Mr. Jeremy Dixon, and then I have no doubt 
that our luck will turn. By the way, is there any news (rf 
the match P" 

"Yes, the local evening paper has an excellent account in 
its last edition. Oxford wcm by a goal and two tries. The 
last sentences of the description say : ' The defeat of the Ijght 
Blues may be entirely attributed to the unfortunate absence 
of the crack IntemaUonal, Godfrey Staunton, whose want was 
felt at every instant of the game. The lack of combination 
in the three-quarter line and their weakness both in attack 
and defence more than neutraUzed the efforts of a heavy and 
hard-woridng padc.' " 

"Then our friend Overton's forebodings have been justified," 
said Holmes. " Personally I am in agreement with Dr. Arm- 
strong, and football does not come within my horizon. Eariy 
to bed to-night, Watson, for I foresee that to-morrow may be 
an eventful day." 

I was horrified by my firsf glimpse of Holmes next morning, 
for he sat by the fire holding bis tiny hypodermic syringe. I 
associated that instrument with the single weakness of his na- 
ture, and I feared the worst when I saw it glittering in his 
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hand. He l»ughed at my expression of dismay, and laid it 
upon the t^le. 

" No, nOt my dear fellow, there is do cause for alarm. It is 
not ap(m tlua occasion the instrument of evil, but it will rather 
prove to be the key which will unlock our mysteiy. On this 
syringe I base all my hopes. I have just returned from a small 
scouting expedition, and everything is favourable. Eat a good 
breakfast, Watson, for I propose to get upon Dr. Armstrong's 
trail to-day, and once on it I will not stop for rest or food until 
I run him to his burrow." 

"In that case," said I, "we had best carry our breakfast 
with us, for he is making an eariy start. His carriage is at 
the door." 

" Never nund. Let him go. He will be clever if he can 
drive where I cannot follow him. When you have finished, 
come downsturs with me, and I will introduce you to a detec- 
tive who is a very eminent specialist in the woric that lies before 

Wboi we descended I followed Holmes into the stable yard, 
where he opened the door of a loose-box and led out a squat, 
lop-eared) white-and-tan dog, something between a beagle and 
a foxhound. 

"Let me introduce you to Pompey," said he. "Fomp^ is 
the pride of the local draghounds — no very great flier, as his 
build will show, but a staunch hound on a scent. Well, Pom- 
pey, you may not be fast, but I expect you will be too fast for 
a cou|de of middle-aged London gentlemen, so I will take the 
liberty of fastening this leather teash to your cdlar. Now, 
boy, come along, and show what you can do." He led him 
across to the doctor's door. The dog sniffed round for an in- 
stant, and then with a shrill whine of excitement started ijB 
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' down the street, tugging gt bis leash in his efforts to go faster. 
In half an hour, we were clear of the town and hastening down 
s country road. 

" What have you done. Holmes ? " I asked. 

"A threadbare and venerable device, but useful upon occa^ 
aion. I walked into the doctor's yard this morning, and shot 
my syringe full of aniseed over the hind iriied. A dia^ound 
will follow aniseed from here to Jcdin o* Groat's, and our 
friend, Armstrong, would have to drive through the Cam 
before he would shake Pompey off tiis tnul. Oh, the cunning 
rascal ! This is how he gave me the slip the other night." 

Tie dog had suddenly turned out of the main road into a 
grass-grown lane. Half a mile farther this opened into an- 
otiier broad road, and the trail turned hard to the right in the 
direction ct the town, which we had just quitted. The road 
took a sweep to the south of the town, and continued in the oppo- 
site direction to that in which we started. 

" This dhouT has been entirely for our benefit, then F " said 
Hdmes. " No wonder that my inquiries among those viUages 
led to nothing. The doctor has certainly played the game for 
aD it is worth, and one would like to know the reason for such 
eUborate deception. This should be the village of Tnimping- 
ton to the right of us. And, by Jove ! here is the brougham 
coming round the comer. Quick, Watson — quick, or we are 
donel" 

He sprang through a gate into a field, dragging the reluctant 
Pompey after him. We had hardly got under the shelter vS 
the hedge when the carriage rattled past. I caught a glimpse 
of Dr. Armstrong within, hia shoulders bowed, his head sunk 
on his hands, the vety image of distress. I could teQ, by my 
companion's graver face, that he also had seen. 
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" I fear there is some dark ending to our quest," said he. 
" It cannot be long before we know it. Come, Pompey 1 Ah, 
it ia the cottage in the field ! " 

There could be no doubt that we had reached the end of our 
journey. Pompey ran about and whined eageiiy outside the 
gate, where the mariu of the brougham's wheels were still to be 
seen. A footpath led across to Uie londy cottage. Holmes tied 
the dog to the hedge, and we hastened onwards. My friend 
knocked at the little rustic door, and knocked again without 
response. And yet the cottage was not deserted, for a low 
sound came to our ears — a kind of drone of misery and de- 
spair, which was indescribably melancholy. Holmes paused 
irresolute, and then he glanced back at the road which he had 
just traversed. A brougham was coming down it, and there 
could be no iniiitAlring those grey horses. 

" By Jove, the doctor is coming back I " cried Hojmes. " That 
settles it. We are bound to see what it means before he comes." 

He opened the door, and we stepped into the hall. The 
droning sound swelled louder upon our ears until it became 
one long, deep wail of distress. It came from upstairs. Holmes 
darted up, and I followed him. He pushed open a half- 
cloaed door, and we both stood appalled at the sight before us. 

A woman, young and beautiful, was lying dead upon the 
bed. Her calm, pale face, with dim, wide-opened blue eyes, 
looked upwards from amid a great tangle of golden hair. At 
the foot of the bed, half sitting, half kneeling, his face buried 
in the dothes, was a young man, whose frame was racked by 
his sobs. So absorbed was he by his bitter grief, that be never 
looked up until Holmes' hand was on his shoulder. 

" Are you Mr. Godfrey Staunton ? ** 

" Yes, yes, I am — but you are too late. She is dead." 
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The man was so dmsed that he could not be made to nndeiv 
stand that we were anything but docton who had been aent to 
his asoiBtance. HcJmes was endeavoUTing to utter a few words 
of consolation, and to ez|Jain the alarm whi<^ had been caused 
to his friends by his sudden disappearance, when there was a 
step upon the stairs, and there was the heavy, stem, questim- 
ing face t^ Dr. Armstrong at the door. 

" So, gentlemm," said he, " you have attained your end, and 
have certainly chosen a particulariy delicate moment for your 
iutniuon. I would not brawl in the presence of death, but I 
can assure you that if I were a younger man your monstrous 
conduct would not pass with impunity." 

" Evmse me. Dr. Armstrong, I think we are a little at cross- 
purposes," said my friend, with dignity. " If you could step 
downstairs with us, we may each be able to give some li^t to 
the other upon this miserable affair." 

A minute later, the grim doctor and ourselves were in the 
aitting-room below. 

"WeU, sir?" said he. 

" I wish you to understand, in the first [rface, that I am not 
eni[4oyed by Lord Mount-James, and that my sympathies in 
this matter are entirely against that uoblemon. When a man 
is lost it is my duly to ascertain his fate, but having done so 
the matter ends so far as I am concerned, and so long as there 
is nothing criminal, I am much more anxious to hush up 
private scandals than to gjve them publidty. If , as I ima^ne 
there is no breach of the law in this matter, you can absolutely 
depend upon my discretion and my cooperation in kee[Mng 
the facts out of the papers." 

Dr. Armstrong took a quick step forward and wrung Htdmes 
by the hand. 
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** You an a good fellow," said be. "I had misjudged joa. 
I thank Heaven that mj compunction at leaving poor Staunton 
all alone in thia pli^t caused me to turn my carriage back, 
and w> to make your acquaintance. Knowing aa much aa you 
do, the situatifHi is veiy easily exiduned. A year ago Godfrey 
Staunton lodged in London for a time, and became paasiraately 
attached to his landlady's dau^ter, whom he married. She 
was as good aa she was beautiful, and as intdligent as she was 
good. No man need be ashamed of such a wife. But God- 
frey was the heir to this crabbed old nobleman, and it was 
quite certain that the news of his marriage would have been 
the end of his inheritance. I knew the lad well, and I loved 
him for his many excellent qualities. I did all I could to help 
him to keep things stnught We did our very best to keep 
the thing &om everyone, for, when once such a whisper gets 
about, it is not long before everyone has heard it Thanks to 
this Itmely cottage and his own d)screti<Hi, Godfrey has up 
to now succeeded. Hdr secret was known to no one save to 
me and to one ezcellrait servant, who baa at present gone for 
assistance to Trumpington. But at last there came a terrible 
blow in the shape of dangerous illness to his wife. It was con- 
sumption of the most virulent kind. The poor boy was half 
crazed with grief, and yet he had to go to London to play this 
matdi, for be could not get out of it without explanations which 
would expose his secret I tried to cheer faim up by wire, and 
he sent me one in ref^y, imploring me to do all I could. Tliis 
was the Uiegnia which you appear in some inexplicable way 
to have seen. I did not tell him how urgent the danger was, 
Ua I knew that he could do no good here, but I sent the truth 
to tlie ^ri's father, and he very injudiciously communicated it 
to Giodfrey. The result was that he came straight away in a 
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state bordering on frenzy, and has remained in the same state, 
kneeling at the end of her bed, until this morning death put an 
end to her sufferings. That is all, Mr. Holmes, and I am sure 
that I can rely upon your dlscretioD and that of your friend." 

Holmes grasped the doctor's hand. 

** Come, WatsoD," said he, and we passed from that house of 
grief into the pale sunlight of the winter day. 
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It wbs on a bitteriy cold and frosty momiog, towards the end 
of tiie winter <^ '07, that I was awakened by a tugging at my 
shoulder. It was Holmes. The candle in his hand shone upon 
his eager, stooping face, and tdd me at a glance that something 
was amiss. 

" Come, Watson, cornel " hecried. '"Hie game is afoot Not 
aword! Into your clothes and come I" 

Ten minutes later we were both in a cab, and rattling thiou^ 
the silait streets on our way to Charing Cross Station. The 
first faint winter's dawn was b^inning to appear, and we could 
dimly see the occasional figure of an eariy workman as he passed 
us, blurred and indistinct in the opalescent London reek. 
H<dmes nestled in silence into his heavy coat, and I was glad to 
do the same, for the air was most bitter and neither of us had 
broken our fast. 

It was not until we had consumed some hot tea at 
the station, and taken our places in the Kentish train, 
that we were sufficiently thawed, he to speak and I to 
listen. Holmes drew a note from his pocket, and read 
it aloud:— 
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Abbey Grange, Marsham. Kent, 

8.30 A. M. 
Mt Dbab Mb. Holueb, — I should be veiy gUd of your 
immediate assistance in what promises to be a most remark- 
able case. It ia something quite in your line. Except for re- 
leasing the lady I will see that ererything is kept exactly as I 
have found it, but I beg you not to lose an instant, as it is difficult 
to leave Sir Eustace there. 

Yours faithfully, 

Stanlet Hopkins. 

" Hopkins has called me in seven times, and on each occa- 
sion his summons has been entirely justified," said Holmes. 
" I fancy that every one of his cases has found its way into your 
collection, and I must admit, Watson, that you have some power 
of selection, which atones for much which I dejdore in your nar- 
ratives. Your fatal habit <^ looking at everything from the 
point of view of a story instead of as a scientific exercise has 
ruined what might have been an instructive and even clasucal 
series of demonstrations. You slur over work of the utmost 
finesse and delicacy, in order to dwell upon sensational details 
which may excite, but cannot possibly instruct, the reader. " 

" Why do you not write them yourself ? " I said, with some 
bitterness. 

" I wiQ, my dear Watson, I will. At present I am, as you 
know, fairiy busy, but I propose to devote my declining years 
to the composition of a text-book, which shall focus the whole 
art of ddiection into one volume. Our present research appears 
to be a case of murder. " 

" You think this Sir Eustace is dead, then ? " 

"I should say so. Hopkins' writing shows considerable 
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agitation, and he is not an emotional man. Yes, I gather Uiere 
has been violence, and that the body is left for our inspection. 
A meie suicide would not have caused him to send for me. As 
to the release of the lady, it would appear that she has been 
locked in her room during the tragedy. We are moving in high 
life, WatBOD, crackling paper, 'E. B.' monogram, coat-of- 
arms> picturesque address. I think that friend Hopkins will 
live up to his reputation, and that we shall have an interesting 
morning. The crime was committed before twelve last night." 

" How can you possibly tell ? " 

" By an inspection ot the truns, and by reckoning the time. 
The local police had to be called in, they had to communicate 
with Scotland Yard, Hopkins had to go out, and he in turn had 
to send for me. AU that makes a fair night's worit. Well, here] 
we are at Chiselhurst Nation, and we shall soon set our doubts 
at rest" 

A drive of a couple of miles through narrow country lanes 
brought us to a park gate, which was c^)ened for us by an (dd 
lodge-keeper, whose haggard face bore the reflection of some 
great disaster. The avenue ran through a noble park, between 
lines of aoci^it elms, and ended in a low, widespread house, pil- 
lared in front after the fashion of Palladio. The central part 
was evidentiy of a great age, and shrouded in ivy, but the lai^ 
windows showed that modem changes had been carried out, 
and one wing of the house appeared to be entirely new. The 
youthful figure and alert, eager face of Inspector Stanley Hop- 
kins confronted us in the open doorway. 

" I'm very glad you have come, Mr. Holmes. And you too, 
Br. Watson. But, indeed, if I had my time over again, I should 
not have troubled you, for since the lady has come to herseU, 
she has given so dear an account of the affair that there is not 
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mucli left for us to do. You remember that Lewiaham gang 

of burglars ? " 

" What, the three Randalls P " 

"Exactly; the father and two scms. It's thnr work. I 
have not a doubt of it. Hey did a job at Sydenham a fort- 
night ago, and were seen and described. Rather cool to do 
another so soon and so near, but it a they, beyond all doubt. 
It's a hanging matter this time. " 

"Sir Eustace is dead, then?" 

" Yes, his head was knocked in with his own pt^er. " 

" ^r Eustace Brackenstall, the driver tells me. " 

" Exactly — one of the ri<^est men in Kent — Lady Bracken- 
stall is in the monuog-room. Poor lady, she has had a most 
dreadful experience. She seemed half dead when I saw hn 
first. I think you had best see her, and hear her account of the 
facts. Then we will examine the dining-room tt^ether." 

Lady Brackenstall was no ordinary person. Seldom have I 
seen so graceful a figure, so womanly a presence, and so beauti- 
ful a face. She was a blonde, golden-hatred, blue-eyed, and 
would no doubt have had the perfect complexion which goes 
with such colouring, had not her recent experience left her 
drawn and hazard. Her sufferings were physical as well as 
mental, for over one eye rose a hideous, plum-colouied swelling, 
which her mud, a tall, austere woman, was bathing as^duously 
with vinegar and water. The lady lay back exhausted upon a 
couch, but her quick, observant gaze, as we entered the room, 
and the alert expression of her beautiful features, showed that 
nether her wits nor her courage had been shaken by her terri- 
ble ^peri^ice. She was enveloped in a loose dressing-gown 
of blue and silver, but a black sequin-covered dinner-dress was 
hung upon the couch beside her. 
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" I have told you all that happened, Mr. Hopkins, " she said, 
wearily, " could you not repeat it for me ? Well, if you think it 
necessary, I will tell these gentlemoi what occimed. Have 
th^ been in the dining-room yet P " 
" I thought th^ bad better hear your ladyship's stoiy first " 
" I shall be glad when you can arrange matters. It is horri- 
ble to me to think of him still lying there. " She shuddered and 
buried her face in her hands. As she did so, the loose gown fell 
back from her forearms. Holmes uttered an exclamation. 

" You have other injuries, madam ! What is this P " Two 
vivid led spots stood out on one of the white, round limbs. She 
hastily covered it. 

" It is nothing. It has no connection with this hideous busi- 
ness to-night. H you and your friend will sit down, I will tell 
you all I can. 

" I am the wife of Sir Eustace Brackenatall. I have been 
married about a year. I suppose that it is no use my attempting 
to conceal that our marriage has not been a happy one. I fear 
that all our neighbours would tell you that, even if I were to at- 
tempt to deny it. Feihapa the fault may be partly mine. I 
was brought up in the freer, less conventional atmosphere of 
South Australia, and this English life, with its proprieties and 
its primness, is not congenial to me. But the main reason lies 
in the one fact, which is notorious to everyone, and that is that 
Sir Eustace was a confirmed drunkard. To be with such a man 
for an hour is unpleasant. Can you imagine what it means for 
a sensitive and high-S[Mrited woman to be tied to him for day 
and night ? It is a sacril^e, a crime, a villainy to hold that sucli 
a marriage is binding. I say that these monstrous laws of yours 
will bring a curse upon the land — God will not let such 
wickedness endure. " For an instant she sat up, her cheeks 
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fliuhed, and ber eyes blasiiig from under the terribte marie 
upon her brow. Then the strong, soothing hand of the austere 
mud drew ber head down on to the cushion, and the wild anger 
died away into passionate sobbing. At last she continued: — 

" I will tell you about last night. You are aware, perti^>s, 
that in this house all the servants sleep in the modem wing. 
This central block is made up of the dwelling-rooms, with the 
Idtdien behind and our bedroom above. My mud, Theresa, 
sleeps above my room. There is do one else, and no sound 
could alarm those who are in the farther wing. This must 
have been wdl known to the robbers, or they would not have 
acted as they did. 

" Sir Eustace retired about half -past ten. The servants had 
already gone to tfaor quarters. Only my maid was up, and 
she had remained in her room at the top of the bouse until I 
needed her services. I sat until after eleven in this room, 
absorbed in a book. Then I walked round to see that all 
was right before I went upstairs. It was my custom to do 
this mysdf, for, as I have explained, Sir Eustace was not 
always to be trusted. I went into the kitchen, the butler's 
pantiy, the gunroom, the bilUard-room, the drawing-room, and 
finally the dining-room. As I approached the window, which 
is covered with thick curtains, I suddenly feh the wind blow 
upon my face, and realized that it was open. I flung the 
curtain aude, and found myself face to face with a broad- 
eJiouldered, elderly man, who had just stepped into the room. 
The window is a long French one, which really forms a door 
leading to the lawn. I held my bedroom candle lit in my hand, 
and, by its light, behind the first man I saw two others, who 
were in the act of entering. I stepped back, but the fdlow was 
(m me in an instant He caught me first by the wrist, and thai 
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by the thn»t. I opened mj mouth to scream, but he struck me 
a sarage blow with his fist over the eye, and felled me to the 
ground. I must have been unconscious for a few minutes, for 
when I came to myself, I found that they had torn down the bell- 
re^, and had secured me tightly to the oakm chur which stands 
at the head of the dining-table. I was so firmly bound that I 
could not move, and a handkerchief round my mouth prevented 
me from uttering a sound. It was at this instant that my un- 
fortunate husband entered the room. He had evidently heard 
some suspicious sounds, and he came prepared for such a scene 
as he found. He was dressed in his shirt and trousers, with his 
fayourite blackthorn cudgel in his hand. He rushed at the 
burglars, but another — it was andderly man, stooped, fncked 
the poker out of the grate, and struck him a horrible blow as he 
passed. He fell with a groan, and never moved agun. I 
fainted once more, but again it could only have been for a very 
few minutes during which I was insensible. When I opened my 
eyes I found that ihey had collected the silver from the side- 
board, and they had drawn a bottle of wine which stood there. 
Each of them had a glass in his hand. I have already told you, 
have I not, that one was elderly, with a beard, and the others 
young, hairless lads. They might have been a father with his 
two sons. They talked together in whispers. Then they came 
over and made sure that I was securely bound. F^ally they 
withdrew, closing the window after them. It was quite a 
quarter of an hour before I got my mouth free. When I did so, 
my screams brought the maid to my assistance. The other 
servants were soon alarmed, and we sent for the local pdice, 
who instantly communicated with London. That is really all 
that I can tell you, gentlemen, and I trust that it will not be 
necessary for me to go over so painful a story again. ** 
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" Any questions, Mr. Holmes P " aaked Hopkins. 

** I will not impose any further tax upon Lady Brackenstall's 
patience and time, " said Hdmes. " Before I go into the din- 
ing-room, I should like to hear your experience. " He looked 
at the nuud. " 

" I saw the men before ever they came into the house, ** said 
she. " Aa I sat by my bedroom window I saw three men in the 
moonlight down by the lodge gate yonder, but I thought noth- 
ing of it at the time. It was more than an hour after that I 
heard my mistress scream, and down I ran, to find her, poor 
lamb, just as she says, and him on the floor, with his blood and 
bnuns over the room. It was enough to drive a woman out tA 
her wits, tied there, and her very dress spotted with him, but 
she never wanted courage, did Miss Mary Fraser d Addaide, 
and Lady Brackenstall <A Abbey Grange hasn't learned new 
ways. You've questioned her long enough, you gentlemen, 
and now she is coming to her own room, just with her old 
Theresa, to get the rest that she badly needs. " 

With a motherly tenderness the gaunt woman put her arm 
round her mistress and led her from the room. 

" She has been with her all her life, " said Hopkins. " Nursed 
her as a baby, and came with her to England when they first 
left Auatrdia, ^hteen months ago. Theresa Wright is her 
name, and the kind of maid you don't pick up nowadays. Tlus 
way, Mr. Holmes, if you please!" 

The keen interest had passed out of Holmes* expressive face, 
and I knew tiiat with the mysteiy all the charm of the case had 
departed. There still remained an arrest to be effected, but 
what were these commonidace rogues, that he should soil his 
hands with them P An abstruse and learned specialist who 
finds that he has been called in for a case of measles would 
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ecpetience something of the annoyance which I read in my 
friend's eyes. Yet the scene in the dining-room <A the Abbe^ 
Grange was suffideotly strange to arrest his attention and to 
recall his waning interest. 

It was a very large and h%h chamber, with carved oak ceSl- 
ing, oaken panelling, and a fine array of deer's heads and an- 
cient weapons around the walls. At the further end from the 
door was the high, French window of which we had heard. 
Three smaller windows on the right-hand side filled the apart- 
ment with cold winter sunshine. On the left was a large, deep 
fireplace, with a massive, overhanging oak mantelpiece. Be- 
side the fireplace was a heavy oaken chur with arms and cross- 
bars at the bottom. In and out through the open woodworit 
was woven a crimson cord, which was secured at each side to 
the crossfuece bdow. In releasing the lady, the cord had been 
slipped off her, but the knots with which it had been secured 
still remained. These details only struck our attention after- 
wards, for our thoughts were entirely absorbed by the terrible 
object which lay upon the tiger-skin hearthrug in front of the 
fire. 

It was the body of a tall, well-made man, about forty years of 
age. He lay upon his back, his face upturned, with his white 
teeth grinning through his short, black beard. His two clenched 
hands were nused above his head, and a heavy, bladcthom 
stick lay across them. Hb daric, handsome, aquiline features 
were convulsed into a spasm of vindit^ve hatred, which had set 
his dead face in a terribly fiendish expression. He had evi- 
dently been in his bed when the alarm had broken out, tor he 
wore a foppish, embroidered night-shirt, and his bare feet pro- 
jected from his trousers. His head was horribly injured, and 
the whde room bore witness to the savage ferodty of the 
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blow which had struck him down. Beside him lay the heavy 
poker, bent into a curve by the conciis^on. Holmes examined 
both it and the indescribable wreck which it had wrought 

" He must be a powerful nuin, this elder Randall, " he 
remaiked. 

"Yes," said Hopkins. "I have some record <^ the fdlow, 
and he is a rough customer. " 

" You should have no difficulty in getting him. " 

** Not the slightest. We have been on the lodtout for him, 
and there was some idea that he had got away to America. 
Now that we know that the gang are here, I don't see how tb^ 
can escape. We have the news at every seaport already, and a 
reward will be ofiFered before evening. What beats me is how 
they could have done so mad a thing, knowing that the lady 
could describe them, and that we could not fail to recognise the 
description. " 

" Exactly. One would have expected that they would have 
silenced Lady Brackenstall as well. " 

"They may not have realized," I su^ested, "that she had 
recovered from her faint. " 

"That is likely enough. If she seemed to be senseless, they 
would not take her life. What about this poor fellowt Ho[k 
kins P I seem to have heard some queer stories about him. " 

" He was a good-hearted man when he was sober, but a per- 
fect fiend when he was drunk, or rather when he was half 
drunk, for he seldom really went the whole way. The devil 
seemed to be in him at such times, and he was capable of 
anything. From what I hear, in spite of all his wealth and his 
title, he very nearly came our way once or twice. There was 
a scandal about his drenching a dog with petroleum and setting 
it on fire — her ladyship's dog, to make the matter worse — and 
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that was only hushed up with difficulty. Then he threw a 
decanter at that maid, Theresa Wright, there was trouble 
about that. On the whole, and between ourselves, it will be 
a brighter house without him. What are yaa looking at now ? " 

Holmes was down on his knees, examining with great atten- 
tion the knots upon the red cord with which the lady had been 
secured. Then he carefully scrutinized the broken and frayed 
end where it had snapped ofiF when the burglar had dragged it 
it down. 

" When this was pulled down, the bell in the kitchen must 
have rung loudly, " he remarked. 

" No one could hear it. The kitchen stands right at the bac& 
of the house. " 

" How did the burglar know no one would hear it P How 
dared he pull at a bell-rope in that reckless fashion P " 

" Exactly, Mr. Holmes, exactly. You put the very question 
which I have asked mysdf again luid again. There can be no 
doubt that this fellow must have known the house and its habits. 
He must have perfectly understood that the servants would all 
be in bed at that comparatively early hour, and that no one 
could possibly hear a bell ring in the kitchm. Ilierefore, he 
must have been in close league with one of the servants. Sur«Qy 
that is evident. But there are eight servants, and all of good 
character." 

"Other things being equal," said Holmes, "one would sus- 
pect the Ojoe at whose head the master threw a decttater. And 
yet that would inv<dve treachery towards the mistress to whom 
this woman seems devoted. Welt, well, the pcMut is a minor 
one, and when you have Randall you will probably find no 
difficulty in securing his accomplice. The lady's stoiy certainly 
seems to' be corroborated, if it needed corroboratiTOi, by every 
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detail which we see before us." He walked to the French 
window and threw it open. " There are do signs here, but the 
ground is iron hard, and one would not expect them. I see that 
these candles in the mantelpiece have been lighted. " 

" Yes, it was by their light, and that of the Ud/s bedroom 
candle, that tbe burglars saw their way about " 

" And what did they take ? " 

" Well, they did not take much — tmly half a doz«i artides of 
plate off the sideboard. Lady Brackenstall thinks that they 
were themselres so disturbed by the death of Sir Eustace that 
they did not ransack the house, as they would otherwise have 
done," 

** No doubt that is true, and yet they drank some wine. I 
understand. " 

" To steady their nerves. " 

"Exactly. These three glasses upon the mdeboard have 
been untouched, I suppose f " 

"Yes, and the bottle stands as they left it. " 

" Let us look at it Halloa, halloa! What Is this P " 

The three glasses were grouped together, all of them tinged 
with wine, and one of them containing some dregs of beeswing. 
The bottle stood near them, two-thirds full, and beside it lay a 
long, deeply stuned cork. Its appearance and the dust upon 
the bottle showed that was no common vintage which the mur- 
derers had eojf^ed. 

A change had come over Holmes' manner. He had lost his list- 
less ^>ression, and agun I saw an alert light of interest in his 
keenideep-setc^es. He rused the corit and examined it minutely. 

" How did the^ draw it P " he asked. 

Hopkins pcunted to a half-opened drawer. In it lay some 
table linen and a large corit-screw. 



3 by Google 



3 by Google 



3 by Google 



THE ADVENTURE OF IBE ABBEY GBANGE SSI 

** Did Lad; Brackoistall say that screw was used ? " 

" No, you remember that she was senseless at the moment 
when the bottle was opened. " 

"Quite BO. As a matter of fact, that screw was not used. 
This bottle was opened by a pocket screw, probably contained 
in a knife, and not more than an inch and a half long. If you 
will examine the top of the cork, you will observe that the screw 
was driven in three times before the coric was extracted. It 
has never been transfixed, lliis long screw would have trans-, 
fixed it and drawn it up with s single pull. When you catch 
tlus fellow, you will find that he has one of these multiplex 
knives in his posseamon." 

"Excdlentl" said Hopkins. 

" But these glasses do puzzle me, I confess. Lady Bradcoi- 
stall actually taw the three m^i drinking,, did Ate not f " 

" Yes : she was clear about that " 

" Then there is an end of it What more is to be said P And 
yet, you must admit, tiiat the three glasses are very remariEable, 
Hopkins. What ? You see nothing remariuble P Well, well, 
let it pass. Perhaps, when a man has special knowledge and 
special powers like my own, it rather encourages him to sedc 
a complex explanation when a simpler one is at hand. Of 
course, it must be a mere chance about the glasses. Well, 
good morning, Hopkins. I don't see that I can be of any use 
to you, and you appear to have your case very clear. You will 
let me know when Randall is arrested, and any furth^ de- 
velopments which may occur. I trust that I shall soon have to 
congratulate you upon a successful conclusion. Come, Wat- 
son, I fancy that we may employ ourselves more profitably at 
home." 

During our return journey, I could see by Hcdnwa' face that 
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he was mudi puzzled by something which he had obseiTed. 
Every now and then, by an effort, he would throw off the im- 
pression, and talk as if the matter were dear, but then his doubts 
would settle down upon him again, and his knitted brows and 
abstracted eyes would show that his thoughts had gone back 
once more to the great dining-room of the Abbey Grange, in 
which this midnight tragedy had been enacted. At last, by a 
sudden impulse, just as our train was crawling out of a subur- 
ban station, he sprang on to the platform and puUed me ont 
after him. 

" Excuse me, my dear fdlow, " said he, as we watched the 
rear carriages of our train disappearing round a curve, " I am 
soriy to make you the victim of what may seem a mere whim, 
but on my life, Watson, I simfdy can't leave that case in this con- 
dition. Every instinct that I possess cries out agunst it. It's 
wrong — it's all wrong — I'll swear that it's wrong. And yet the 
lady's story was complete, the maid's corroboration was suffi- 
cient, the detail was fairly exact. What have I to put up against 
that ? Three wineglasses, that is all. But if I had not taken 
things for granted, if I had examined everything with care which 
I should have shown had we approached the case de novo and 
had no cut-and-dried stoiy to warp my mind, should I not then 
have found something more definite to go upon P Of course I 
should. Sit down on this bench, Watson, until a train for 
Chiselhurst arrives, and allow me to lay the evidence before 
you, imploring you in the first instance to dismiss from your 
mind the idea that anything which the maid or her mistress 
may have said must necessarily be true. The lady's charming 
personality must not be permitted to warp our judgment. 

" Surely there are details in her story which, if we looked at in 
cold blood, would excite our suspicion. These burglars made a 
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conuderable haul at Sydenham, a fortnight ago. Some accoant 
(rftbem and of their appearance was in the papers, and would 
naturally occur to anyone who wished to invent a story in which 
imaginary robbers should play a part. As a niatter of tact, bur- 
glara who have done a good stroke of business are, as a rule, only 
too glad to enjoy the proceeds in peace and quiet without em- 
barking on another perilous undertaking. Agun, it is unusual 
for burglars to operate at so early an hour, it is unusual for burg- 
lars to strike a lady to prevent her screaming, since one would 
imagine that was the sure way to make her scream, it is unusual 
for them to commit murder when their numbers are sufficient 
to overpower one man, it is unusual for them to be content with 
a limited plunder when there was much more within their 
reach, and finally, I should say, that it was very unusual for 
such men to leave a bottle half empty. How do all these un- 
usuals strike you, Watson P " 

"Their cumulative effect is certwnly considerable, and yet 
each of them is quite possible in itself. The most unusual thing 
of all, as it seems to me, is that the lady should be tied to the 
chur. " 

" Well, I am not so clear about that, Watson, for it is evident 
that they must either kill her or dse secure her in such a way 
that she could not give immediate notice of their escape. But 
at any rate I have shown, have I not, that there is a certain ele- 
ment of improbability about the lady's story ? And now. on 
the top of this, comes the incident of the windlasses. " 

" What about the windlasses F " 

" Can you see them in your mind's eye ? " 

** I see them clearly. " 

" We are told that three men drank from them. Does that 
strike you as likely ? " 
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" Why not P There was wioe in each glass. " 

" Exatidj, but there was beeswing only in one glass. You 
must have noticed that fact. What does that suggest to your 
nuDdP" 

" lie last glass filled would be most likely to contain bees- 
wing." 

" Not at all. llie bottle was fuU of it, and it is inconcdvable 
that the first two glasses were clear and the third heavily 
charged with it. There are two possible explanations, and 
only two. One is that after the second glass was filled the bot- 
tle was violentlf agitated, and so the third glass received the 
beeswing. That does not appear probable. No, no, I am 
sure that I am right. " 

"What, then, do you suppose?" 

" That only two glasses were used, and that the dregs of both 
were poured into a third glass, so as to give the false impression 
that three people had been here. In that way All the beeswing 
would be in the last glass, would it notP Yes, I am con- 
vinced that this is so. But if I have hit upon the true ex[dana- 
tion of this one small phenomenon, then in an instant the case 
rises from the commonplace to the exceedingly remaricable, for 
it can only mean that Lady Brackenatall and her maid have de- 
liberatdy lied to us, that not one word of their story is to be be- 
Ueved, that they have some very strong reason for covering the 
real criminal, and that we must construct our case for ourselves 
without any help from them. That is the mission which now 
lies before us, and here, Watson, is the Sydenham train. " 

The household at the Abbey Grange were much surprised 
at our return, but Sherlock Holmes, findin g that Stanley Ho[v- 
kins had gone off to report to headquartos, took possessitm 
of the dining-nxHtn, lodced the door upon the inside, and de- 
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voted himself for two hours to one of those minute and 
laborious investigationj! which fonn the solid basis cm 
which his brilliant edifices of deduction were reared. Seated 
in a comer like an interested student who observes the 
demonstration of his professor, I followed every step <rf 
that remarkable research. The window, the curtains, the 
carpet, the chair, the rope — each in turn was minutely ex- 
amined and duly pondered. The body of the unfortunate 
baronet had been removed, and all else remained as we 
had seen it in the morning. Finally, to my astonishment. 
Holmes climbed up on to the massive maatdpiece. Far 
above his head hung the few inches of red cord which were 
still attached to the wire. For a long time he gazed upwards 
at it, and then in an attempt to get nearer to it he rested his 
knee upon a wooden bracket on the wall. This brought his 
hand within a few inches of the broken end of the rope, 
but it was not this so much as the bracket itself which 
seemed to engage his attrition. Finally, be sprang down 
with an ejaculation of satisfaction. 

" It's all right, Watson," said he. " We have got our case — 
one of the most remarkable in our collection. But, dear me, 
how slow-witted I have been, and how nearly I have committed 
the blunder of my lifetime I Now, I think that, with a few miss- 
ing links, my chain is almost complete." 

'* You have got your men P " 

** Man, Watson, num. Only one, but a very formidable per- 
son. Strong as a lion — witness the blow that bent that 
pokerl Six foot three in height, active as a squirrel, dexter- 
ous with his fingers, finally, remartcably quick-witted, for this 
whole ingenious story is of his concocticMi. Yes, Watson, we 
have come upon the handiwork of a very remarkable individual. 
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And yet, in that bell-rope, he has given us a clue which should 

Dot have left us a doubt." 

" Where was the clue ? " 

"Well, if you were to pull down a bell-rope, Watson, where 
would you expect it to break P Surely at the spot where it is 
attached to the wire. Why should it break three indies from 
the top, as this one has done f " 

" Because it is frayed there ? " 

" Exactly. This end, which we can exaouDe, is frayed. He 
was cunning enough to do that with his knife. But the other 
end is not frayed. You could not observe that from here, but 
if you were on the mantelpiece you would see that it is cut clean 
otf without any mark of fraying whatever. You can recon- 
struct what occurred. The man needed the rope. He would 
not tear it down for fear of giving the alarm by ringing the bell. 
What did he do ? He sprang up on the mantelpiece, could not 
quite reach it, put his knee on the bracket — you will see the 
impression in the dust — and so got his knife to bear upon the 
cord. I could not reach the place by at least three inches — from 
which I infer that he is at least three inches a bi^er man than I. 
Look at that mark upon the seat of the oaken chair ! What is it P " 

"Blood." 

"Undoubtedly it is blood. This alone puts the lady's story 
out of court. If she were seated on the chair when the crime 
was done, how comes that mark. No, no. she was placed in 
the chair after the death of her husband. I'll wager that the 
black-dress shows a corresponding matk to this.* We have not 
yet met our Waterioo, Watson, but this is our Marengo, for it 
beg^ in defeat and ends in victory. I should like now to have 
a few words with the nurse, Tlieresa. We must be wary for 
awhile, if we are to get the information which we want." 
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She was an interestiiig persoD, this stern Australian nurae 
— taciturn, suspicious, ungracious, it took some time be- 
fore Holmes* pleasant maimer and frank acceptance of 
all that she sud thawed her into a correaponding amiability. 
She did not attempt to conceal her hatred for her late 
emjdoyer. 

"Yes, sir, it is true that he threw the decanter at me. I 
heard him call my mistress a name, and I told him that he would 
not dare to speak so if her brother had been there. Then it 
was that he threw it at me. He might have thrown a dozeo 
if he had but left my bonny bird alone. He was Forever ill- 
treating her, and she too proud to comjdain. She will not even 
tell me all that he has done to her. She never told me of those 
marks on her arm that you saw this morning, but I know veiy 
well that th^ cimie from a stab with a hatfnn. The sly devil — 
God forgive me that I should speak of him so, now that he is 
dead 1 But a devil he was, if ever one walked the earth. He was 
all honey when first we met turn — only eighteen months ago, 
and we both feel as if it were eighteen years. She bad only just 
arrived in Lond<m. Yes, it was her first voyage — she had 
never been from home before. He won her with his title and 
his money and his false London ways. If she made a mistake 
she vras paid for it, if ever a woman did. What month did we 
meet him ? Well, I tell you it was just after we arrived. We 
arrived in June, and it was July. They were married in Janu- 
ary of last year. Yes, she is down in the morning-room again, 
and I have no doubt she will see you, but you must not ask too 
much of her, for she has gone through all that flesh and blood 
will stand." 

Lady BrackenstaD was recUning cm the same c<Hich, but 
looked brighter than before. The ouud had entered with ns. 
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and began oQce more to foment the bniiae upon her mistress' 

brow. 

** I hope," said the lady, " that you have not come to cross- 
examine me again ?" 

"No," Hohnes answered, in his gentlest voice, "I will not 
cause you any unnecessary trouble, Lady Brackenstall, and 
my whole desire is to make things easy tor you, for I am con- 
vinced that you are a much-tried woman. If you will trettt me 
as a friend and trust me, you may find that I will justify your 
trust." 

" What do you want me to do ? " 

"To tell me the truth." 

"Mr. Holmes!" 

** No, no, Lady Brackenstall — it is no use. You may have 
heard of any little reputation which I possess. I will stake it all 
on the fact that your story is an absolute fabrication." 

Mistress and maid were both staring at Holmes with pale 
(aces and frightened eyes. 

"You are an impudent fellow!" cried Theresa. "Do you 
mean to say that my mistress has told a lie ? " 

Hcdmes rose from hia chair. 

" Have you nothing to tell me P " 

" I have told you everything," 

"Tlunk once more, Lady Brackenstall. Would it not be 
better to be frank?" 

For an instant there was hesitation in her beautiful face. 
Tbea some new strong thought caused it to set like a mask. 

" I have told you all I know." 

Holmes took his hat and shru^ed his shoulders. "I am 
sorry," he sud, and without another word we left the room and 
the house. There was a pond in the paric, and to this my 
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Meod led the way. It was tmzea over, but a single hole was 
left for the convenience of a solitaty swan. Holmes gazed at 
it, and then pasaed on to the lodge gate. There he scribbled 
a short note for Stanley Hopkins, and left it with the lodge- 
keeper. 

" It may be a hit, or it may be a miss, but we are bound to 
do something for friend Hopkins, just to justify this second 
visit," siud he. " I wiU not quite take him into my confidence 
yet. I think our next scene trf operations must be the ahip{Hng 
office of the Adelaide-Southampton line, which stands at the 
end of Pall Mall, if I remember right. There is a second line 
of steamers which connect South Australia with England, but 
we will draw the larger cover first." 

Holmes' card sent in to the manager ensured instant atten- 
tion, and he was not long in acquiring all the information he 
needed. In June of '95, only one ct thdr line had reached a 
home port. It was the Rock of OOtraUar, their largest and best 
boat. A reference to the passenger list showed that Miss 
Fraser, of Adeliude, frith her mud had made the voyage in her. 
The boat was now on her way to Australia somewhere in the 
south of the Suez Canal. Her officers were &e same as in '95, 
with one exception. The first officer, Mr. Jack Crodter, had 
been made a captain, and was to take diaige of their new ship, 
The Baaa Bock, sailing in two days' time from Southampton. 
He lived at Sydenham, but he was likdy to be in that morning 
for instructions, if we cared to wait for him. 

No : Mr. Holmes had no desire to see him, but would be glad 
to know more about his record and character. 

His record was magnificent. There was not an officer in the 
fleet to touch him. As to his character, he was reliable on duty, 
but a wild, desperate fellow off the ^eck of his ship— hot-headed. 
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excitable, but loyal, honest, and kind-liearted. That was the 
pith of the information vith which Holmes left the office of the 
Addaide-Southampton company. Thence he drove to Scot- 
land Yard, but, instead of entering, he sat in hia cab with hia 
brows drawn down, lost in profound thought. Finally he 
dn>ve round to the Charing Cross td^;raph office, sent tS a 
, and then,- at last, we made for Baker Street utoe 



" No, I couldn't do it, Watson," said he, as we re-entered our 
room. " Once that warrant was made out, nothing on earth 
would save him. Once or twice in my career I feel that I have 
d<me more real harm by my discovery oS the criminal than 
ever he had done by his crime. I have learned caution now. 
and I had rather play tricks with the law oS England than with 
my own conscience. Let us know a little more before we act." 

Before evening, we had a visit from Inspector Stanly Hop- 
kios. Things were not gtnng very well with him. 

" I beheve that you are a wizard, Mr. Hdmes. I really do 
sometimes think that you have powers that are not human. 
Now, how <m earth could you know that the atol&i silver was at 
the bottom of that pond ? " 

** I didn't know it." 

" But you told me to examine it" 

"You got it, then?" 

"Yes, I got it." 

" I am very glad if I have hdped you." 

"But you haven't helped me. You have made the affair 
far more difficult. What sort of burglars are th^ who stul 
silver, and then throw it into the nearest pond f " 

" It was certainly imtber eccentric behaviour. I waa nuicly 
going on the idea that if the mlver had been taken by peisoBS 
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who did not want it — who merdj took it for a blind, as it 
were, then they would naturallj be anzioufl to gei rid of it" 

** But why diould such an idea cnws your mind P ** 

"Wdl, I thought it was possible. When they csnie out 
through the French window, there was the -poad with one tempt- 
ing little h(^ in the ice, right in front of their noses. Could 
there be a better hiding-place ? " 

"Ah, a hidiug-idace — that is bctterl" cried Stanley Hop- 
kitts. "Yea, yes, I see it all nowl It was early, there were 
folk upon the roads, they were afraid of being seen with the 
mlver, so they sank it in the pood, intending to return for it 
when the coast was clear. Excdknt, Mr. H<dmes — that is 
better than your idea of a blind." 

** Quite so, you have got an admirable theory. I have no 
doubt that my own ideas were quite wild, but you must admit 
that they have ended in (fiscorering the silver." 

"Yes, sir — yes. It was all your dung. But I have had a 
badsetbai^." 

"A setback P" 

"Yes, Mr. H<Jmea. The Randall gang woe arrested in 
New York this morning." 

** Dear me. Hopldns ! That is certainly rather against your 
theory, that they committed a murder in Kent last night." 

"It isfata],Mr.Hohnes— absolutelyfatal. Still, there are 
other gangs of three besides the Randalls, or it may be some new 
gang of which the police have never heard." 

" Quite so, it is perfectly possible. What, are you c^ P " 

"Yes, Mr. Hdmes, there is no rest for me until I have got 
to the bottom of the bunness. I suppose you have no hint 
to give me P " 

" I have given you one." 
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"Which?" 

** Wdl, I suggested R blind." 

** But why, Mr. Hohnes, why F " 

"Ah, that's the questiou, of coune. But I cxnninend the 
idea to your mind. You might possibly find that there was 
somethii^ in it You won't ^»p for dinner ? Well, good-bye, 
and let ua know how you grt on." 

Dinner was over, and the table cleared before Hohnes alluded 
to the matter again. He had lit his pipe and bdd his slippered 
feet to the cheerful blaze d the fiie. Suddenly be looked at 
his watch. 

" I expect deTdo]xnents, Watson." 

"When?" 

" Now — within a few minutes. I dare my you thought I 
acted rather badly to Stanley Hopkins just now ? " 

" I trust your judgment" 

" A very sensible reply, Watson. You must look at it this 
way: what I know is unofficial, what he knows is official. I 
have the right to private judgment, but he has none. He 
must disclose all, or he is a traitor to his service. In a doubt- 
ful case I would not put him in so painful a portion, and so 
I reserve my informatitm until my own mind is clear upon the 



" But when will that be ? " 

" The time has come. You will now be present at the last 
scene of a remarkable little drama." 

Iliere was a sound upon the stairs, and our door was opened 
to admit as fine a spedmen of manhood as ever passed throu^ 
it He was a veiy tall young man, golden-moustached, blue- 
eyed, with a skin which bad been burned by tropcal suna, and 
a springy step, which showed that the huge frame was as active 
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as it was strong. He dosed the door behind him, and thai he 
stood with clenched hands and heaving breast, chddng down 
some overmastering emotion. 

" Sit down. Captain Crocker. You got my td^p^m P " 

Our visitor sank into an arm-chair, and looked from tme to 
the other of us with questioning ^es. 

" I got your telegram, and I came at the hour you said. I 
heard that you had been down to the office. Iliere was no 
getting away from you. Let's hear the worst. What are you 
going to do with me P Arrest me P Speak out, man ! You 
can't sit there and play with me like a cat with a mouse." 

" Give him a cigar," said Holmes. " Bite od that. Captain 
Crocker, and don't let your nerves run away with you. I 
should not sit here smoking with you if I thought that you 
were a common criminal, you may be sure of that. Be frank 
with me and we may do some good. Play tricks with me, and 
111 crush you." 

" What do you wish me to do P " 

" To give me a true account of all that happened at the Abbey 
Grraoge last night — a true account, mind you, with nothing 
added and nothing taken off. I know so mudi already that if 
you go one indi off the strwght, I'll blow this police whistle 
from my window and the affair goes out of my hands forever." 

The sailor thought for a little. Then he stnidc his leg with 
his great sun-burned hand. 

" I'll chance it," he cried, " I believe you are a man of your 
word, and a white man, and I'll teU you the whole story. But 
one thing I will say first. So far as I am concerned, I r^ret 
nothing and I fear nothing, and I would do it all again, and be 
proud of the job. Damn the beast, if he had as many lives as a 
cat, he would owe them all to me! But it's the lady, Mary — 
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Maiy Fraser — for nerer will I call her by that accuned name. 
When I think of getting her into troable, I who would ^ve 
my life just to bring <nie smik to her dear face, it's that that 
turns my soul into vater. And yet — and yet — what less 
could I do ? 111 tdl you my stoiy, gentlemen, and then FIl 
ask you, as man to man, what less could I do. 

** I must go bat^ a bit You seem to know everything, so 
I expect that you know that I met her when she was a paasenger 
and I was first officer of the Rock of Oibraltar. From the first 
day I met her, she was the only woman to me. Every day of 
that voyage I loved her more, and many a time since have I 
kneeled down in the daikness at the night watch and kissed 
the dedt of that ship because I knew her dear feet had trod it 
She was never engaged to me. She treated me as fairly as ever 
a woman treated a man. I have no comi^aint to make. It 
was all love cm my side, and all good comradeship and friend- 
ship on hers. When we parted she was a free w<anan, but I 
could never again be a free man. 

" Next time I came back from sea, I heard of her marriage. 
Wdl, why shouldn't she many whom she liked P Title and 
mon^ — who could cany them better than she ? She ^as 
bom for aD that is beautiful and dainty. I didn't grieve over 
her marriage. I was not such a selfish hound as that I just 
rejoiced that good luck had come her way, and that she had 
not thrown herself away on a penniless sailor. Hiat's how 
I loved Maiy Fraser. 

"WeQ. I never thought to see her again, but last visage I 
was promoted , and the new boat was not yet lamudied, so I bad 
to wait for a couple <rf months with my people at Sydenham. 
One day out in a country lane I met Theresa Wright, her old 
nuud. She told me all about her, about him. about everything. 
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I tell you, gentleoieo, it neariydiore me mad. Tbia dronken 
homid, that be should dare to raise his hand to her, whose boots 
he was not worthy to lick! I met Theresa again. Ilien I met 
Mary herself — and met her again. Then she would meet 
me DO more. But the other day I bad a notice that I was to 
start <Mi my voyage within a week, and I determined that I 
would see her tmce before I left. Theresa was always my 
Mend, for she loved Mary and hated this villain almost ta 
much as I did. From her I learned the ways of the house. 
Mary used to sit up reading in her own little room downstairs. 
I crept round there last night and scratched at the window. 
At first she would not open to me, but in her heart I know that 
now she loves me, and she could not leave me in the frosty 
night She whispered to me to come round to the b^ frcmt 
window, and I found it open before me, so as to let me into the 
dining-room. Again I heard from hra own lips things that 
made my blood boil, and again I cursed this brute, who mishan- 
dled the woman I loved. Well, gentlemen, I was standing with 
her just inside the window, in all innocence as God is my judge, 
when he rushed like a madman into the room, called her the 
vilest name that a man could use to a woman, and welted 
her across the face with the stick he had in his hand. I 
had sprung for the poker, and it was a fair fight between us. 
See here, on my arm, where his first blow fell. Then it 
was my turn, and I went through him as if he had been a 
rotten pumpkin. Do you think I was sorry P Not 1 1 
It was his life or mine, but far more than that, it was his 
life or hers, for how could I leave her in the power of this 
■madman? That was how I killed him. Was I wrong? WeU. 
then, what would either <4 you gentlemoi have done, if you 
had beoi in my postticm P 
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" She had screamed when he struck her, and that brou^t 
(dd Theresa down from the rooin ^>ove. Tlere was a bottle 
<rf wine on the sideboard, and I opened it and poured a Uttle 
between Mary's lips, for she was half dead with shock. Then 
I took a drop myself. Theresa was as coo) as ice, and it was 
her plot as much as mine. We must make it appear that bui^ 
glars had done the thing. Theresa kept oa repeating our 
story to her mistress, while I swarmed up and cut the rope of 
the bell. Then I lashed her in her chair, and frayed out the 
end of the rope to make it look natural, dae tiiey would wonder 
how in the world a burglar could have got up there to cut it. 
Then I gathered up a few plates and pots of silver, to carry out 
the idea of the robbery, and there I left them, with orders to give 
the alarm when I had a quarter of an hour's start I dropped 
the silver into the pond, and made off for Sydenhtim, feel- 
ing that for once in my life I had done a real good night's woA. 
And that's the truth and the whole truth, Mr. Holmes, if it 
costs me my neck." 

Holmes smoked for some time in mlence. Then he crossed 
the room, and shook our visitor by the hand. 

"Iliat's what I think," said he. "I know that every word 
is true, for you have hardly said a word which I did not know. 
No one but an acrobat or a sailor could have got up to that bell- 
rope from the bracket, and no one but a sulor eould have 
made the knots with which the cord was fastened to the chair. 
Only once bad this lady been brought into contact with sailors, 
and that was on her voyage, and it was someone of her own 
dass of life, since she was trying hard to shield him, and so 
showing that she loved him. You see how easy it was for me 
to lay my hands upcwi you when once I had started upon the 
right trail." 
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" I thought the police oever could have seen through our 
dodge." 

" And the pdlce haven't, nor will they, to the best of my 
belief. Now, look here, Captain Crocker, this is a very serious 
matter, though I am wiUing to admit that you acted under the 
most extreme provocation to which any man could be sub- 
jected. I am not sure that in defence of your own life your 
action will not be pronounced Intimate. However, that is 
for a British jury to decide. Meanwhile I have ao much sym- 
pathy for you that, if you choose to disappear in the next twenty- 
four hours, I will promise you that no one will hinder you." 

" And then it will all come out F " 

" Certwnly it will come out." 

The sailor flushed with anger. 

" What sort of proposal is that to make a man ? I know 
enough of law to understand that Mary would be held as accom- 
phce. Do you think I would leave her alone to face the music 
while I slunk away ? No, sir, let them do their worst upon 
me, but for Heaven's sake, Mr. Holmes, find some way ot 
keeping my poor Mary out at the courts." 

Holmes for a second time held out his hand to the sailor. 

" I was only testing you, and you ring true every time. Well, 
it is a great responsibilify that I take upon myself, but I have 
given Hopkins an excellent hint, and if he can't av^ himself r4 
it I can do no more. See here. Captun Crocker, well do this in 
due form of law. You are the prisoner. Watson, you are a 
British jury, and I never met a man who was more eminently 
fitted to represent one. I am the judge. Now, gentleman of 
the jury, you have heard the evidence. Do you find the prisoner 
guilty or not guil^ ? " 

" Not guil^, my lord," said I. 
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" Vox populi, vox Dei. You ate acquitted, C^>tain Crodur. 
So long as the law does Qot find some other victim you are safe 
from me. Come bai^ to this lady in a year, and may her fu- 
ture and youis justify ua in the judgment which we have jno- 
noimced this night t " 
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XIII 
THE ADVENTURE OF 
THE SECOND STAIN 

1 HAD intended "The Adventure of the Abbey Grange" to 
be the last of those exploits of my friend^ Mr. Sfaeriock Holmes, 
which I should ever communicate to the public. This resolution 
of mine was not due to any lack of material, since I have notes 
of many hundieda of cases to which I have never alluded, nor 
was it caused by any waning interest on the part of my readers 
in the mngular personally and unique methods tjt this remaric- 
able man. The real reason lay in. the reluctance which Mr. 
Holmes has shown to the continued publication of his experi- 
ences. So long as he was in actual professional practice the 
records of his successes were of some practical vahie to him, but 
since be has deBnitely retired from London and betaken him- 
aelf to study and bee-farming on the Sussex Downs, nottnie^ 
has become hateful to him, and he has peremptorily requested 
that his wishes in this matter should be strictly observed. It 
was only upon my representing to him that I had given a prom- 
ise that " The Adventure of ttie Second Stain " should be pub- 
lished when the times were ripe, and penning out to him tiiiat 
it is only appropriate that this long series of episodes should 
culminate in the most important international case vhic^ he 
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has ever been called upon to handle, that I at last succeeded 
ID obtaining his consent that a carefully guarded account of 
the incident should at last be laid befoie the public. If in telling 
the story I seem to be somewhat vague in certain details, the 
public will readily understand that there is an excellent reason 
for my reticence. 

It was, then, in a year, and even in a decade, that shall be 
nameless, that upon one Tuesday morning in autumn we found 
two visitors of European fame within the walls of our humble 
room in Baker Street. The one, austere, high-nosed, eagle- 
eyed, and dominant, was none other than the illustrious 
Lord Bellinger, twice Premier of Britun. The other, daric, 
clear-cut, and el^ant, hardly yet of middle age, and en- 
dowed with every beauty of body and of mind, was the 
Right Honourable Trelawney Hope, Secretary for European 
Affurs, and the most rising statesman in the country. Hiey 
sat side by side upon our paper-littered settee, and it was easy 
to see from thor worn and anxious faces that it was bu^ess 
of the most pressing Importance which had brought them. 
The Premier's thin, blue-v^ed hands were chisped tightly 
over the ivoiy head of his umbrella, and his gaunt, ascetic face 
looked gloomily from Holmes to me. 'Die European Secretary 
pulled nervously at his moustache and fidgeted with the seals 
of his watch-chain. 

"When I discovered my loss, Mr. Holmes, which watf'at 
eight o'clock this morning, I at once informed the Prime 
Minister. It was at his su^estiou that we have both come 
to you." 

* Have you informed the police ? " 

** No, sir," said the Prime Minister, with the quick,decisive 
manner for which he was famous. ** We have not done so, nor 
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ia it poanble that we should do so. To inform the police must, 
in the long run, mean to inform the public. This is what we 
particulariy desire to avoid." 

" And why, air ? " 

"Because the document in question ia of such immense 
importance that its publication might very easily — I might 
almost say probably — lead to European complicationa of the 
utmost moment. It ia not too much to aay that peace or war may 
htmg upon the issue. Unless its recovery can be attended with 
the utmost secrecy, then it may as well not be recovered at all, 
for all that is aimed at by those who have taken it is that its con- 
tents should be generally known." 

"I understand. Now, Mr, Trelawney Hope, I should be 
mudi obliged if you would tell me exactly the <drcumatauces 
under which this document disappeared." 

"That can be done in a very few words, Mr. Holmes. The 
letter — for it was a letter from a for^gn potoitate — was i«- 
ceived six days ago. It was of such importance that I have never 
left it in my safe, but I have taken it across each evening to my 
house in Whitehall Terrace, and kept it in my bedroran in a 
locked despatch-box. It was there last night. Of that Z am cer- 
bun. I actually opened the box while I was dressing for dinner, 
and saw the document inside. This morning it was gone. The 
despatch-box had stood beside the glass upon my dressing- 
table all nighL I am a light sleeper, and so is my wife. We are 
both prepued to swear that no one could have entered the 
room during the night. And yet I repeat that the papa if 
gone." 

** What time did you dine ? " 

" Half -past seven." 

" How long was it before you wait to bed P" 
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** My wife had gone to the theatre. I wuted up for her. It was 
half-past eleven before we went to our room." 

"Hien for four hours the despatch-box had Uun un- 
guarded?" 

" No one ia ever pennitted to enter that room save the house- 
maid in the morning, and my valet, or mj wife's maid, during 
the rest of the day. They are both trusty servants who have been 
with us for some time. Besides, neither of them could possibly 
have known that there was anything more valuable than the 
ordinary departmental papers in my despatch-box." 

" Who did know of the existence of that letter i ' 

* No one in the house." 

** Surely your wife knew ? " 

**No, ^r. I had said nothing to my wife until I missed the 
paper th" morning." 

The Premier nodded approvingly. 

** I have long known, tar, how high is your sense of public 
du^," stud he. ** I am convinced that in the case of a secret of 
this importance it would rise superior to the most intimate 
domestic ties." 

The European Secretary bowed. 

"You do me no more than justice, sir. Until this morning I 
have never breathed one word to my wife upon this matter." 

" Could she have guessed ? ** 

* No, Mr. Holmes, she could not have guessed — nor could 
anyone have guessed." 

" Have you lost any documents before ? " 

* No, sir." 

"Who is there in England who did know vt the exlatoice 
ol this letter?" 

"Each member of the Cabinet was informed of it yesterday. 
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but the jdedge of secrecy which attends every Cabinet meeting 
was increased by the solemn warning which was given by the 
Prime Minister. Good heavms, to think that within a few 
hours I should myself have lost it I " His huidsome face was dis- 
torted with a spasm of despur, and his hands tore at hia hair- 
For a moment we caught a glimpse of the natural man, impUt- 
sive, ardent, keenly sensitive. The next the aristocratic mask 
was replaced, and the gentle voice had returned. " Besides the 
members <^ the Cabinet there are two. or possibly three, depart- 
mental officials who know of the letter. No one else in England, 
Mr. Holmes, I assure you." 

" But abroad P " 

" I beheve that no one abroad has seen it save the man who 
wrote it. I am well convinced that his Ministers — that the 
usual official charmds h^ve not been employed." 

Holmes considered for some little time. 

" Now, ar, I must ask you more particulariy what this docu- 
ment is. and why its disappearance should have such momen- 
tous consequences f " 

The two statesmen exdianged a quick glance and the 
Premier's shaggy eyri>rows gathered in a frown. 

** Mr. Holmes, die envelope is a long, thin one of pale blue 
cdour. There is a seal of red wax stamped with a crouching Hon. 
It is addressed in large.bold handwriting to — " 

"I fear, sir," said Holmes, "that, interesting and indeed 
essential aa> these details are, my inquiries must go more to the 
root of things. What waa the letter P " 

" That is a State secret of the utmost importance, and I fear 
that I can not tell you, nor do I see that it is necessary. If by 
the Eud of the powers which you are said to possess you can find 
such an envdope as I describe with its inclosure, you will have 
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deserved well of your country, and earned any reward which it 

lies in our power to bestow." 

Sheriock Holmes rose with a smile. 

" You are two of the most busy men in the country," sud he, 
' and in my own small way I have also a good many calls upon 
me. I regret exceedingly that I can not help you in this matter, 
and any continuaticn of this interview would be a waste of 
time." 

The Premier sprang to his feet with that quick, fierce gleam 
itf his deep-set eyes before which a Cabinet has cowered. "lam 
not accustomed, ur," he bq;an, but mastered his anger and re- 
sumed his seat For a minute or more we all sat in silence. Then 
the old statesman shrugged his sfaouldcn. 

"We must accept your terms, Mr. Holmes. No doubt yoa 
are right, and it is unreasonable for us to expect you to act 
unless we give you our entire confidence." 

" I agree with you," said the younger statesman. 

** Then I will tell you, relying entirely upon your honour and 
that of your colleague. Dr. Watson. I may appeal to your pa- 
triotism also, for I could not imagine a greater misfortune for 
the country than that this affair should come out" 

" You may safely trust us." 

"The lett^, thai, is from a ceitun foreign potentate who 
has heea ruffled by some recent Colonial developments of this 
country. It has hoai written hurriedly and upon his own respon- 
sibility entirdy. Inquiries have shown that his Ministers know 
nothing oS the matter. At the same time it is couched in so un- 
fortunate a manner, and certain phrases in it are of so provo- 
cative a character, that its publication would undoubtedly lead 
to B most dangerous state of feeling in this countty. lliere 
would be sudi a ferment sir, that I do not hesitate to say that 
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within a week of tbe publicatioD of that letter this coontiy 
would be involved in a great war." 

Holmes wrote a name upon a slip of paper and handed it to 
the Premier. 

" Exactly. It was he. And it is this letter — this letter which 
may well mean the expenditure of a thousand millions and the 
lives of a hundred thousand men — which has become lost in 
this unaccountable fashion." 

" Have you informed the sender ? " 

" Yes, sir, a cipher telegram has beoi despatched." 

" Ferbapn he desires the publication of the letter." 

" No, sir, we have strong reason to believe that he already 
undeistands that he has acted in an indiscreet and hot-headed 
manner. It would be a greater blow to him and to his country 
than to us if this letter were to come out." 

" If this b so, whose interest is it that the letter should come 
out F Why should anyone desire to steal it or to publish it P " 

"There. Mr. Holmes, you take me into re^ons <^ high in- 
ternational politics. But if you consider the European fdtuation 
you will have no difficulty in perceiving the motive. The whole 
of Europe is an armed camp. There is a double league wluch 
makes a fair balance of military power. Great Britain holds the 
scales. If Britain were driven into war with one confederal, it 
would assure the supremacy erf the other confederacy, whether 
they joined in the war or not. Do you follow P " 

" Very cleariy. It b then the interest of the enemies of this 
potentate to secure and publish this letter, so as to make a 
breach between his country and ouis ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" And to whom would this document be sent if it fell into the 
hands of an enemy i " 
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" To any of the great Chancelleries of Europe. It ia probably 
speeding on its way thither at the present instant as fast as steam 
can take it" 

Mr. Trdavney Hope dropped his head on his diest and 
groaned aloud. Ilw Premier placed his hand kindly upon his 
shoulder. 

** It is your nusfortane, my dear feUow. No one can blame 
you. There is no precaution which you have neglected. Now, 
Mr. Holmes, you aie in full possessioa of the facts. What course 
do you recommend P " 

Holmes shook his head mournfully. 

" You think, sir, that unless this document is recovered th«« 
will be war?" 

** I think it is very probable." 

" Then, sir, prepare for war." 

"That is a hard saying, Mr. Holmes." 

" Consider the facts, sir. It is inconceivable that it was taken 
after eleven-thirty at night, since I understand that Mr. Hope 
and his wife were both in the room from that hour until the 
loss was found out. It was taken, then, yesterday evening be- 
tween seven-thirty and eleven-thirty, probably near the earlier 
hour, Eonce whoever took it evidently knew that it was there, 
and would naturally secure it as early as possible. Now, sir, if a 
document of this importance were taken at that hour, where 
can it be now ? No one has any reason to retain it. It has 
been passed n^dly on to those who need it. What chance 
have we now to overtake or even to trace it P It is beytmd 
our reai^." 

Tlie Prime Minister rose from the settee. 

** What you say is perfectly logical. Mr. Holmes. I fed that 
the matter is indeed out of our hands." 
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" Let us presume, for aigumest's sake, tliat the document 
was taken by the maid or by the valet — " 

" They are both old and tried servantB." 

" I understand you to say that your room is on the second 
floor, that there is no entrance from without, and that from 
within no one could go up unobserved. It must, then, be some- 
body in the house who has taken it To whom would the tiuef 
take it P To one of several international spies and secret agents, 
whose names are tolerably familiar to me. There are three who 
may be said to be the heads of thcar profession. I will begin my 
research by going round and finding if each <^ them is at his 
post. If one is missing — especially if he has disappeared since 
last night — we will have some indication as to where the docu- 
ment has gone." 

" Why should he be missing ? " asked the European Secre- 
tary. " He would take the letter to an Embassy in London, as 
likely as not." 

"t fancy not. Iliese agents work independently, and their 
relations with the Embasues are often strmned." 

The Prime Minister nodded his acquiescence. 

"I believe you are right, Mr. Holmes. He would take so 
valuable a prize to headquarters with his own hands. I think 
that your couise <^ action is an excellent one. Meanwhile, Hope, 
we can not neglect all our other duties on account of this one 
misfortune. Should there be any fresh developments during the 
day we shall communicate with you, and you will no doubt 1^ 
us know the results of your own inquiries." 

The two statesmen bowed and walked grav^ from the 
room. 

When our illustrious visitors had departed Holmes lit his {npe 
in silence, and sat for some time lost in the deepest thought 
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I had opened the moming paper and was immersed in a sensa- 
tiomil crime which had occurred in London the night before, 
when mj friend gave an e»damation, sprang to his fe^ and 
laid his jHpe down upon the mantelpiece. 

" Yes," said he, " there is no better way of approaching it 
llie situation is desperate, but not hopeless. Even now, if we 
could be sure which of them has taken it, it is just possible that 
it has not yet passed out of his hands. After all, it is a question of 
money with these fellows, and I have &.e British treasury be- 
hind me. If it's on the market 111 buy it — if it means another 
penny on the income-tax. It is conceivable that the feUow 
mi^t hold it back to see what bids come from this side before 
he tries hia ludt on the other. There are only those three 
citable of playing so bold a game - there are Oberstdn, La 
Botliiere, and Eduardo Lucas. I will see each of them." 

I glanced at my moming paper. 

" Is that Eduardo Lucas of Godolphin Street ? " 

"Yes." 

" You will not see him." 

-Why not?" 

" He was murdered in his house last night" 

My friend has so often astonished me in the course t^ our 
sdvoitures that it was with a sense of exultation tiiat I real- 
ized how completely I had astonished him. He stared in amaze- 
jnent, and then snatched the paper from my hands. This was 
the paragraph which I had been engaged in reading when he 
rose from his chair. 

MUBDEH IN WESTMINSTER 
A ajam at mjilcnMU chancter was committed Uat iiif^ at 16, Godo^ihiii 
Street, one id the old-fMhioDed and secluded nnra erf aghteenth centuiy bouaes 
which lie betweep the riyer luid the Abbey, afamoat in the ihadow of tbe gnat 
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ToiwtT of the HoOMa rf RulianieDt. Thii muJl but vdect nwiiikpn hu been in- 
babited for aantt jtaia by Hr. Eduardo Lucu, wdl knotm in aocietr mdes 
both on mocount at hia cfauming pcnoDali^ mod beckuae he hu the wdl- 
descTTed repntaticm of bang one of Uk bert amalenT tenon in the conntij. 
Ur. TiHTM M An iiitiiun'i—l mttii Uin^^our yeui of uca *^ toB wH ■ MUKim^^tf 
coonila «f Mn. Plingle, ao ekkriy boui^eeper. Mid of MiUon, his nlet Hie 
former retires e&riy and sleqia at tho lop rf the houae. The miet was out for 
the evenii^, visiting a friend at Hanunaaniith, EVom ten o'dock omrard Hr, 
Locaa had the hoiwe to himself. What occtnred durii^ that time baa not jet 
tranaittied, butat a quartet to twetre Fotic»«(»>table Barrett, paMing along 
God^diin Street, obaened that the door of No. 16 WW »jar. He knotted, 
but tccdf ed no answer. Percarti^ a li^ m the batit room, be advanced 
into die passage and again knocked, but without teplj. He then pushed open 
the door and entered. Hie room was in a atate of wild disonter, tlie fumituie 
being aU swept to one side, and one chair lying on its baci in tiie centre. 
Bende this chair, and still giasping tata of ita k^ lay the imtntunate tenant 
of the bouse. He had been stabbed to the heart and must have died inatautly. 
Tbe knife with which tlie crime had been ecnunitted was a curved Indian 
dagger, [ducked down from a tmpby of Oriental anna whkh adorned one of 
the walls. Robbery doea not appear to have been the motive of the crime, tat 
ihm had been no attempt to remove tbe valuable cootento of the room. Mr. 
Ednaido Lucas was so wdl known and popular that his v)(4ent and mystoious 
fate will arouse painful intoest and intense sympathy in a widespnadcnck of 

" Well, Watson, what do you make of this ?* asked Holmes, 
after a long pause. 

" It is an itmaTing coincidence. ** 

"A coincidence 1 Here is one of the three men whom we had 
named as possible actors in this drama, and he meets a violent 
death dtuing the very hours when we know that that drama 
was being enacted. The odds are enormous agtunst its bdng 
coincidrace. No figures could express them. Nq, my dear 
Watson, the two events are connected — mutt be oonoected. It 
is for us to find the connection." 

** But now tbe offidal police must know all." 

"Not at aU. TUmj knew all the^ am at Godolphin Stre^ 
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They know — and shall know — nothing <rf Whitehall Terrace. 
Only we know of both events, and can trace the relation betwe^i 
them. T%ere is one obvious point which would, in any case, 
have turned my suspidons against Lucas. GodtJphin Street, 
Westminster, is only a few minutes' walk from WhitehaD Ter- 
race. The other secret agents whom I have named live in the 
extreme West End. It was easier, therefore, for Lucas than 
for the others to establish a connection or recetve a message 
from the European Secretary's household — a small thing, and 
yet where events are compressed into a few hours it may prove 
essential. Halloa 1 what have we here ? " 

Mrs. Hudson had appeared with a lady's card upon her sal- 
ver. Holmes glanced at it, raised his eyebrows, and handed it 
over to me. 

" Adc Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope if she will be kind enou^^ 
to step up," said he. 

A moment later our modest apartment, already so distin- 
guished that morning, was further honoured by the entrance of 
the most lovely woman in London. I had often heard <A the 
beauty of the youngest daughter of the Duke of Belminster, 
but no description of it, and no contemplation of colouiiess pho- 
tographs, bad prepared me for the subtle, delic&te charm and 
the beautiful colouring of that exquisite head. Aod yet as we 
saw it that autunm morning, it was not its beauty which would 
be the fiist thing to impress the observer. The cheek was lovely 
but it was paled with emotion, the eyes were bright,but it was 
the brightness of fever, the sensitive mouth was tight and drawn 
in an effort after self-command. Terror — not beau^ — was 
what sprang first to the eye as our fair visitor stood framed for 
an instant in the open door. 

" Has my husband bera here, Mr. Holmes P * 
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" Yes. madam, he has been here." 

" Mr. Hohoes, I implore you not to tell him that I came here." 
Holmes bowed coldl^i and motioned the lady to a chair. 

"You ladyship places me in a very delicate position. I beg 
that you will ait down and tell me what you desire, but I fear 
that I can not tnake any unconditional promise." 

She swept across the room and seated herself with her back 
to the window. It was a queoily presence — tall, graceful, and 
intensely womanly. 

"Mr. Holmes," she said — and her white^loved hands 
clasped and unclasped as she spoke — " I will speak frankly to 
you in the hopes that it may induce you to speak frankly in re- 
turn. There is complete confidence between my husband and 
me on all matters save one. That one is politics. On this his 
Ups are sealed. He tells me nothing. Now, I am aware that 
there was a most deplorable occurrence in our house last 
night. I know that a paper has disappeared. But because the 
matter is pohtical my husband refuses to ^ke me into his com- 
[dete ctmfideace. Now it is essentia — essential, I say — that 
I diould thoroughly understand it. You are the only other per- 
son, save only these politicians, who knows the true facts. I beg 
you then, Mr. Holmes, to tell me exactly what has happraed 
and what it will lead to. Tell me all, Mr. Holmes. Let no re- 
gard for your client's interests keep you silent, for I assure you 
that his interests, if he would only see it, would be beat served 
by taking me into his complete confidoice. What was this paper 
which was stolen ? " 

" Madam, what you ask me is really impossible. " 

She groaned and sank her face in her hands. 

"You must see that this is so, madam. If your husband 
thinks fit to keep you in the daik over this matter, u it for me. 
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who have only learned the true facts Under the pledge of pro- 
fessional secrecy, to tell what he has withheld P It is not fair to 
ask it. It is him whom you must ask." 

" I have asked him. I come to you aa a last resource. But 
without your telling me anything definite, Mr. Holmes, you 
may do a great service if you would enlighten me on one pcnnL" 

" What is it, madam P " 

"Is my husband's political career likely to suffer through 
this incident P " 

" Well, madam, unless it is set right it may certwnly have a 
very unfortunate effect." 

"Ah!" She drew in her breath sharply as one whose doubts 
are resolved. 

"One more question, Mr. Hohnes. From an e3q>resnon 
which my husband dropped in the first shock of this disaster I 
understood that terrible public consequences might arise from 
the loss of this document." 

" If he stud so, I certunly can not deny it'* 

" Of what nature are they ? " 

" Nay, madam, there again you ask me more tiian I can 
possibly answer." 

"Then I will take up no more of your time. I cim not blame 
you, Mr. Holmes, for having refused to speak more freely, and 
you on your side will not, I am sure, think the worse of me 
because I deure, even against bis will, to share my husband's 
anxieties. Once more I beg that you will say nothing ot my 
visit" 

She looked back at us from the door, and I bad a last 
imprestdon of that beautiful haunted face, the startled e^es, and 
the drawn mouth. Then she was gone. 

"Now, Watson, the fair sex is your department," sud 
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Holmes, witli a smile, when the dwindHng frou-frou of skiiis' 
had ended in the slam of the front door. " Whst was the fair 
lady's game? What did she really want?" 

"Surely her own statement is clear and her anxiety very 
natural." 

"Hum! Think of her appearance, Watson — her manner, 
her suppressed excitement, her restlessness, her tsaaxity in ask- 
ing questions. Remember that she comes of a caste who do not 
lightly show emotion." 

" She was certainly much moved." 

" Remember also the curious earnestness with whidi she as- 
sured us that it was best for her husband that she should know 
all. What did she mean by that P And you must have observed, 
Watson, how she manceuvred to have the light at her back. She 
did not wish us to read her expression." 

"Yea, she chose the one chair in the room." 

"And yet the motives of women are so inacnitaUe. You 
remember the woman at Maigate whom I suspected for the 
same reason. No powder on her nose — that proved to be the 
correct solution. How can you build on such a quidtsand t 
Their most trivial action may mean volumes, or their most ex- 
traordinary conduct may depend upon a hairjnn or a curling 
tongs. Good morning, Watson." 

" You are off ? " 

"Yea, I will while away the morning at Godolphin Street 
with our friends of the regular establishment. With Eduardo 
Lucas lies the solution of our problem, though I must admit 
that I have not an inkling as to what form it may take. It is a 
ca[Htal nustake to theorize in advance of the facts. Do you stay 
on guard, my good Watson, and receive any freoh visitors. FU 
join you at lunch if I am able." 
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All that day and the next and the next Holmes was in a mood 
which his friends would call tadtum, and others morose. He 
ran out and ran in, smoked incessantly, played snatches on his 
violin, sank into rereriea, devoured sandwiches at irr^ular 
hours, and hardly uiswered the casual questions which I put to 
• him. It was evident to me that things were not going well with 
him or his quest He would say nothing of the case, and it was 
from the papers that I learned the particulars of the inquest, and 
the arrest with the subsequent release of John Mitton, the <^et 
f^ the deceased. The coroner's jury brouj^t in the obvious 
" Wilful Murder," but the parties renuuned as unknown as ever. 
No motive was suggested. The room was fuU of artides ol 
value, but none bad been taken. The dead man's papers bad 
not been tampered with, lli^ were carefully examined, and 
showed that he was a keen student of international politics, ao 
iod^tigable gossip, a remarkable Knguist, and an untiring 
letter writer. He had been on intimate tenns with the leading 
potiticians of sever^ countries. But nothing sensational was 
discovered among the documents which filled his drawos. As 
to his relations with women, they appeared to have been pro- 
miscuous but superfidal. He had many acquaintances among 
them, but few friends, and no one whom he loved. Wis habits 
were r^ular, his conduct inoffuisive. ffis death was an abao- 
lute mystery, and likely to remain so. 

As to the arrest of John Mitton, the valet, it was a council 
of despair as an alternative to absolute inaction. But no case 
could be sustdned agtunst him. He had visited friends in Ham- 
mersmith that night. The alibi was complete. It is true that he 
started home at an hour which should have brought him to 
Westminster before tbe time when the crime was discovered, 
but hia own ezjdanation QuA h^ bad walked part of the way 
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seemed probable enough in view of the fineness of the night. 
He had actually arrived at twelve o'clock, and appeared to be 
overwhelmed by the unexpected trsgedy. He had always been 
on good terms with his master. Several of the dead man's pos- 
sessions — notably a small case of tazora — had been found in 
the valet's boxes, but he explained that they had been presents 
from the deceased, and the housekeeper was able to corrobo- 
rate the stoiy. Blitton bad been in Lucas' employment for three 
yea^. It was noticeable that Lucas did not take Mitton on the 
Continent with bim. Sometimes he visited Paris for three 
months on end, but Mitton was left in charge of the Godolpbin 
Street house. As to the housekeeper, she had heard nothing 
on the night of the crime. If her master had a visitor he had 
himself admitted him. 

So for three momings the myst^ remuned, so far as I 
could ff^ow it in the papers. If Holmes knew more, be kept his 
own counsel, but, as he told me that Inspector Lestrade had 
taken him into his confidence in the case, I knew that he was 
in close touch with every devdopment. Upon the fourth day 
there appeared a long td^ram from Paris which seemed to 
solve the whole question. 

" A discovery has just been made by the Parisian police," sud 
the Daily Telegraph, " which raises the veil which hung round 
the tragic fate of Mr. Eduardo Lucas, who met his death by vio- 
len<% last Monday night at Godolphin Street, Westminster. 
Our readers will remember that the deceased gentleman was 
found stabbed in bis room, and that some suspicion attached 
to his valet, but that the case broke down on an alibi. Yester- 
day a lady, who has been known as Mme. Henri Foumaye, oc- 
cupying a small villa in the Rue Austerlitz, was reported to the 
authorities by her servants as bang insane. An examination 
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shoved she had indeed derdoped nunia of a dangerous and 
permanent form. On inquiry, the police have discovered that 
Mme. Henri FoumaTC only returned from a journey to London 
CD Tuesday last, uid there^ evidence to connect her with the 
crime at Westminster. A comparison of photographs has proved 
condusively that M. Henri Foumaye and Eduardo Lucas 
were really one and the same person, and that the deceased had 
for some reason Hved a double life in London and Paris. Mme. 
Foumaye, who is of Creole origin, is of an extremely excitable 
nature, and has suffered in the past from attacks of jealousy 
which have amounted to frenzy. It is conjectured that it was in 
one of these that she committed the terrible crime wluch has 
caused such a sensation in London. Her movements upon the 
Monday night have not yet been traced, but it is imdoubted that a 
woman answering to her description attracted much attention at 
Charing Cross Station on Tuesday morning by the wUdness of 
her appearance and the violence of her gestures. It is probable, 
ther^ore, that the crime was dther committed when insane, or 
that its immediate effect was to drive the unhappy woman out of 
her mind. At present she b unable to give any coherent account 
of the past, and the doctors hold out no hopes of the re-estab- 
lishment of her reason. There is evidence that a woman, who 
might have been Mme. Foumaye, was seen for some hours 
upon Monday night watching the house in Godolphin Street." 

" What do you think of that. Holmes P " I had read the ac- 
count aloud to him, while he finished his breakfast. 

" My dear Watson," said be, as he rose from the table and 
paced up and down the room, " you are most long-suffering, 
but if I have told you nothing in the last three days, it is be- 
cause there is nothing to tell. Even now this report from Paris 
does not hdp ua much." 
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" Surely it ia final as regards the man's death." 
" Tlie man's death is a mere incident — a trivial episode — 
in comparison with our real task, which ia to trace this docu- 
mait and save a European catastrojdie. Only one impratant 
thing has happened in the last three days, and that is that noth- 
ing has happened. I get reports almost houriy from the Gov- 
ernment, and it is certain that nowhere in Europe is there any 
sign of trouble. Now, if this letter were loose — do, it can't be 
loose — but if it isn't loose, where can it be F Who has it ? 
Why is it held back ? That's the question that beats in my brain 
like a hammer. Was it, indeed, a coincidence that Lucas should 
meet his death on the night when the letter disappeared P Did 
the letter ever reach him? If so, why is it not among his 
papers ? Did this mad wife of his carry it off with her ? If so, is 
it in her house in Paris ? How could I seoidt for it without the 
French police having their susfucions aroused 7 It is a case, my 
dear Widson, where the law ia as dangerous to us as the 
ciiminals are. Every man's hand is against us, and yet the 
interests at stake are colossal. Should I bring it to a successful 
conclusion, it will certainly represent the crowning glory of my 
career. Ah, here is my latest from the front!" He glanced 
hurriedly at the note which had been handed in. "Halloa! 
Lestrade seems to have observed something of interest Put 
on your hat, Watson, and we will stroll down together to 
Westminster." 

It was my first visit to the scene of the crime — a high, dingy, 
narrow-chested house, prim, formal, and solid, like the cen- 
tury whidi gave it birth. Lestrade'a bull-dog features gazed out 
at us from the front window, and he greeted us warmly whoi 
a big constable bad opened the door and let us in. The rocan 
into whidi we were shown was that in which the crime had been 



3 by Google 



Stt THB BBTtmN OP ESERLOCK HOLMES 

committed, but no trace of it now remuned, save an ugly.ir- 
ngular stain upon die carpet This carpet was a small square 
dni^et in tlie centre of the room, surTOunded by a broad ex- 
panse of beautiful.old-fashioaed wood-flooring in square btodcs 
highly polished. Over the fireplace was a magnificent trophy 
of weapons, one of which had been used on that tragic night. 
In the window was a sumptuous writing-desk, and every de- 
tail of the apartment, the pictures, the rugs, and the hangings, 
all pointed to a taste which was luxurious to the verge of 
effeminacy. 

" Seen the Paris news P " asked Lestrade. 

Holmes nodded. 

"Our French friends seem to have touched the spot this 
time. No doubt it's just as they say. She knocked at the door 
— surprise vimt. I guess, tor he kept his life in water-tight com- 
partments — he let her in, couldn't keep her in the street 
She told him how she had traced him, reproached him, one 
thing led to another, and then with that dagger so handy the 
end soon came. It wasn't all done in an instant, though, for 
these chairs were all swept over yonder, and he had one in his 
hand as if he had tried to hold her off with it We've got it all 
dear as if we had seen it." 

Holmes raised his eyebrows. 

" And yet you have sent for me ? ** 

" Ah, yes, that's another matter — a mere trifle, but the sort 
of thing you take an interest in — queer, you know, and what 
you might call freakish. It has nothing to do with the mun 
fact — can't have, on the face of it." 

" What is it then?" 

" Well, you know, after a crime of this sort we are very careful 
to keep things in their portion. Nothing baa bem moved. Of- 
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ficer in charge heie day and night This morning, aa the man 
was buried and the investigation over — so far as this room b 
concerned — ^ thought we could tidy up a bit This carp^. 
You see. it is not fastened down, only just laid there. We had 
occasion to raige it We found — " ' 

"Yes? You found—" 

Holmes' face grew tense with anxie^. 

" Well, I'm sure you would never guess in a hundred years 
what we did find. You see that stain on the carpet P Wdl, a 
great deal must have soaked through, must it not ? " 

" Undoubtedly it must" 

" Well, you will be siupised to hear QuX there is no stiuu on 
the white woodwoik to oorrespond." 

" No stain ! But there must — " 

"Yes, so you would say. But the fact remains that there 
isn't" 

^ took the comer of the carpet in his hand and, turning it 
over, he showed that it was indeed as he said. 

" But the underside is as stuned as the upper. It must have 
left a marie." 

Lestrade chuckled with delight at having puzzled the famous 
expert 

"Now, 1*11 show you the explanation. There u a second 
stain, but it does not correspCHid with the other. See for your- 
self." As he spoke he turned over another portion of the carpet, 
and diere, sure enough, was a great crimson spill upon the 
square white facing of the old-fashioned floor. " What do you 
make (tf that, Mr. Holmes P " 

" Why, it is simple enough. The two stains did correspond, 
but the carpet has heai turned round. As it was square and un- 
fastmed it was easOy done." 
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" The offidal police dfm't need you, Mr. HolmeB, to tdl them 
that the carpet must have been turned round. That's clear 
enough, for the stains lie above each other — if you lay it over 
this way. But what I want to know is, who shifted the carpet, 
and why 7" 

I could see from Holmes' ri^d face that be was vibiating 
with inward ezatemeot. 

"Look here, Lestrade," said he, "has that constable in the 
passage been in chiuge of the {dace all the time ? " 

" Yea, he has." 

"Well, take my advice. Examine him carefully. Don't do 
it before us. We'll wait here. You take him into the back room. 
You'U be more likely to get a confession out of him alone. 
Ask him how he dared to admit people and leave them alone in 
this room. Don't ask him if he has done it. Take it for granted. 
Tdl him you know someone has bem here. Press him. Tdl 
him that a full confession is his only chance of forgiveness. Do 
exactly what I tell you!" 

" By George, if he knows Fll have it out of him ! " cried Les- 
trade. He darted into the hall, and a few moments later his bul- 
lying vcnce sounded from the bade room. 

"Now, Watson, now I" cried Holmes with bonded eager- 
ness. All the dononiacal force of the man masked behind 
that listless manner burst out in a paroxysm of eneigy. He 
tore the drugget hom the floor, and in an instant was down on 
his hands and knees clawing at each of the squares of wood be* 
neath it. One turned sideways as he dug hia nails into the edge 
of it. It hinged back like the lid of a box. A small black cav- 
ity opened beneath it. Holmes plunged his eager hand into it, 
and drew it oiit with a bitter snari of anger and diu^pwitment. 
It was empty. 
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"Quick, WatsoD, quick! Get it back agun!" The wooden 
lid was replaced, and the dru^et had only just been drawn 
straight when Lestrade's voice was heard in the passage. He 
found Hohnes leaning languidly against the mantelpiece, re- 
ngned and patient, endeavouring to conceal hia irrepressible 
yawns. 

" Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Holmes. I can see that you 
are bored to death with the whole aff^r. Wdl, he has con- 
fessed, all right. Come in here, MacPhersoo. Let these gen- 
tlem^i hear of your most inexcusable conduct. " 

The big constable, veiy hot and penitent, sidled into the 
room. 

" I meant no harm, sir, I'm sure. The young woman came 
to the door last evening — mistook the house, she did. And 
&ea we got talking. It's lonesome, when you're on duty here 
all day." 

" Well, what happened then ? " 

" She wanted to see where the crime was done — had read 
about it in the papers, she said. She was a very respectable, 
well-spoken young woman, sir, and I saw no harm in letting her 
have a peep. When she saw that mark on the carpet, down she 
dropped on the floor, and lay as if she were dead. I ran to tiie 
back and got some water, but I could not bring her to. Then I 
went round the comer to the Ivy Plant for some brandy, and 
by the time I had brought it back the young woman had recov:- 
ered and was off — ashamed of herself, I daresay, and dared Dot 
face me. " 

" How about moving that dragget P " 

" Well, sir. it was a lut nimpled. certunly, vhea I came back. 
You see, she fell on it and it lies on a polished floor with nothing 
to keep it in place. I straightened it out afterward. " 
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" It's a lesson to you that yaa can't decave me, Conat^e 
MacFlier8<Hi, " said Lestrade, witb dignity. " No doubt you 
thought that your bieach of du^ could never be discovend, 
and yd a mere glance at that dru{g;et was enough to convince 
me that someone bad been admitted to the room. It's lucl^ 
for you, my man, that nothing is missing, or you would find 
younelf m Queer Street Fm sorry to have called you down 
over such a petty bunness, Mr. Holmes, but I thought the ptunt 
€tt the second stain not corresponding with the first would 
interest you. " 

" CertMuIy, it was most interesting. Has tlus woman only 
been here once, constable F " 

*" Yes, sir, only once. "* 

"Who was she?" 

" Don't know the name, sir. Was answering an advertise- 
ment about typewriting, and came to the wrong number — 
very pleasant, genteel young woman, Mr. " 

"Tall? Handsome?" 

** Yes, sir, she was a well-grown young womui. I suppose 
you might say she was handsome. Periiaps some would say 
she was very handsome. * Oh, officer, do let me have a peep ! ' 
sa^ she. She had pretty,coaxing ways, as you might say, and I 
thought there was no harm in letting her just put her head 
through the door. " 

" How was she dressed ? ** 

" Quiet, Mr — a long mantle down to her feet. " 

"What time was it?" 

** It was just growing dusk at the time. They were li^titig 
the lamps as I came back with the bnmdy. " 

"Very good," said Holmes. "Come, Watson, I think that 
we have more important work elsewhere. " 
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As we left the house Lestrade remained in the front room, 
while the repentant constable opened the door to let ua out. 
Holmes turned on the step and held up something in his hand. 
The constable stared intently. 

"Good Lord, sir!" he cried, with amazement on his face. 
Holmes put his finger on his lips, replaced his hand in his breast 
pocket, and burst out laughing as we turned down the street 
" Excellent 1" said he. "Come, hiend Watson, the curtain 
rings up for the last act. You will be relieved to hear that there 
will be no war, that the Bight Honourable Trelawney Hope will 
suffer no setback in his brilliant career, that the indiscreet 
Sovereign will receive no punishment for his indiscretion, that 
the Prime Minister will have no European complication to deal 
with, and that with a little tact and management upon our part 
nobody will be a penny the worse for what might have been a 
very ugly incident. " 

My mind filled with admiration for this ^rtraordinaiy nuui. 

"You have solved it!" I cried. 

" Hardly that, Watson. There are some points whidi are as 
dark as ever. But we have so much that it will be our own 
fault if we cannot get the rest. We will go straight to White- 
ball Terrace and bring the matter to a head. " 

When we arrived at the residence of the European Secretary 
it was for Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope that Sherlock Holmes 
inquired. We were shown into the moming-room. 

" Mr. Hplmes ! " smd the lady, and her face was {unk with her 
indignation, " this is surely most unfair and ungenerous upon 
your part. X desired, as I have explained, to keep my visit to 
you a secret, lest my husband should think that I was intruding 
into his affairs. And yet you compromise me by coming here 
and so showing that there are business relations between ui. " 
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" UnfoTtunately, madam, I had no possible alternative. I 
hare been commissioDed to recover this immensely important 
paper. I must therefore ask you, madam, to be kind enough 
to place it in my hands. " 

The lady sprang to her feet, with the colour aU da^ed in an 
instant from her beautiful face. Her eyes glazed — she totter- 
ed — I thought that she would faint Then with a grand effort 
she rallied from the shock, and a supreme astonishment and in- 
dignation diased eveiy other expression from her features. 

" You — you insult me, Mr. Holmes. " 

"Come, come, madam, it is useless. Give up the letter." 

She darted to the beU. 

" The butler shall show you out. " 

" Do not ring. Lady Hilda. B you do, then all my earnest 
efforts to avoid a scandal will be frustrated. <^ve up the letter 
and all will be set right. If you will work with me I can arrange 
eveiytfaing. If you work agunst me I must expose you. " 

She stood grandly defiant, a queenly figure, ber eyes fixed 
upon his as if she would read his very soul. Her hand was on 
the beU, but she had fori>ome to ring it. 

"You are trying to frighten me. It is not a very manly 
thing, Mr. Holmes, to come here and browbeat a woman. You 
say that you know something. What is it that you know ? " 

" Fray sit down, madam. You will hurt yourself there if you 
fall. I will not speak until you sit down. Thank you. " 

" I ^ve you five minutes, Mr. Holmes. " 

"One is enough, Lady Hilda. I know c4 your visit to 
Eduardo Lucas, of your giving him this document, ot your 
ingenious return to the room last night, and of the manner 
in which you took the letter from the hiding-place under 
the carpet" 



3 by Google 



TBE ADVENTURE 09 THE SECOND STADi tffS 

She stared at him with ao ashen face and gulped twice before 
she could speak. 

" You are mad, Mr. Hdmes — you are mad I " she cried, at 
last 

He drew a small piece <rf cardboard from his pocket It was 
the face of a woman cut out of a portrait. 

" I have carried this because I thought it might be useful, " 
said he. " The policeman has recognised it. " 

She gave a gasp and her head dropped back in the diur. 

" Come, Lady HUda. You have the letter. The matter may 
still be adjusted. I have no desire to bring trouble to yon. My 
duty ends when I have returned the lost letter to your husbuid. 
Take my advice and be frank with me. It is your only diance." 

Her courage was admirable. Even now she would not own 
defeat 

** I tell you again, Mr. Holmes, that you are under some 
absurd illusion. " 

Holmes rose from his choir. 

" I am sorry for you. Lady Hilda. I have done my best for 
you. I can see that it is all in vain. " 

He rang the bell. The butler entered. 

" Is Mr. Trelawney Hope at home P " 

" Se will be home, nr, at a quarter to one. " 

Holmes glanced at his watch. 

" Still a quarter t^ an hour, " said he. " Veiy good, I shall 
wait. " 

The butler had hardly closed the door behind him when Lady 
Hilda was down on her knees at Holmes' feet, her hands out- 
stretdied, her beautiful face upturned and wet with her tears. 

"Oh, spore me, Mr. Holmes! Spare me!" she pleaded, in a 
fnnzy t4 supplication. "For heave's sake, don't tdl himl 
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I love him so! I would not bring one shadow on his life, and 

thia I know would break his noble heart. " 

Holmes raised the ladj. " I am thankful, madam, that you 
have come to your senses even at this last moment! There is 
not an instant to lose. Where is the letter ? " 

She darted across to a writing-desk, unlocked it, and drew 
out a long blue envelope. 

" Here it ia, Mr. Holmes. Would to heaven I had never sem 
it!" 

"How can we return itf Holmes muttered. "Quick, 
quick, we must think ot some way! Where is the despatdi- 
box?" 

" Still in his bedroom. " 

"What a stroke of luck! Quick, madam, bring it herel" 

A moment later she had appeared with a red flat box in her 

" How did you opeo it before ? You have a duplicate k^ ? 
Yes, of course you have. Open it!" 

From out of her bosom Lady Hilda had drawn a small key. 
Ilie boK flew open. It was stuffed with papers. Holmes 
thrust the blue oivelope deep down into the heart of them, be- 
tween the leaves of some other document. The box was shut, 
locked, and returned to the bedroom. 

" Now we are ready for him, " said Hcdmes. " We have still 
ten minutes. I am going far to scre^i you. Lady Hilda. In 
return you will spend the time in telling me fnmkly the real 
meaning of this extraordinary affair. " 

"Mr. Holmes, I will tell you everything," cried the lady. 
" Oh, Mr. Holmes, I would cut off my right hand before I gave 
faim a moment <rf so^w 1 There is no woman in all London who 
loves her husband as I do, and yet if he knew how I have acted 
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— how I bare been compelled to act — be would oever foigive 
me. For his own honour stands so high that lie could not foi^ 
get or pardtm a lapse in another. Help me, Mr. Hdmes ! My 
happiness, his happiness, our very lives are at stake t" 

" Quick, madam, the time grows short ! " 

"It was a letter of mine, Mr. Holmes, an indiscreet letter 
written before my marriage — a foolish letter, a letter of an im- 
pulsive, loving girl. I meant no harm, and yet he would have 
thought it criminal. Had he read that letter his confidence 
would have been forever destroyed. It is years since I wrote it. 
I had thought that the whole matter was forgotten. Then at 
last I heard from this man, Lucas, that it had passed into his 
hands, and that he would lay it before my husband. I implored 
his mercy. He said that he would return my letter if I would 
bring him a certain document which he described in my hus- 
band's despatch-box. He had some spy in the office who had 
tdd him of its existence. He assured me that no harm could 
come to my husband. Put yourself in my position, Mr. 
Holmes ! What was I to do P " 

" Take your husband into your confidence. " 

"I could not, Mr. Holmes, I could not! On the one side 
seemed certiun ruin, on the other, terrible as it seemed to take 
my husband's paper, still in a matter of politics I could not un- 
deistand the consequences, while in a matter of love and trust 
they were only too clear to me. I did it, Mr. HolmesI I took 
an impression of his key. This man, Lucas, furnished a 
duplicate. I opened his despatch-box, took the paper, and 
conveyed it to Godolphin Street " 

" What happraed there, madam P " 

" I tapped at the door as agreed. Lucas opened it I fol- 
lowed him into his room, leaving the ball door ajar bdiind me. 
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for I feared to be alone with the man. I remember that there 
was a woman outside as I entered. Our business was soon 
done. He had my letter on his desk, I handed him the docu- 
ment. He gave me the letter. At this instant there was a 
sound at the door. There were steps in the passage. Lucas 
quickly turned back the drugget, thrust the document into 
some hiding-place Qiete, and covered it over. 

" What happened after that is Uke some fearful dream. I 
have a vision of a daric^frantic face, ot a woman's vtnce, whidi 
screamed in French, ' My waiting is not in vain. At last, at 
last I have found you with herl ' There was a savage struggle. 
I saw him with a chtur in his band, a knife gleamed in heis. I 
rushed from the horrible scene, ran from the house, and only 
next morning in the paper did I learn the dreadful result. That 
night I was haj^y, for I had my letter, and I had not seen yet 
what the future would bring. 

** It was the neart morning that I realised that I had only ex- 
changed one trouble for another. My husband's anguish at 
the loss of his paper went to my heart. I could hardly prevent 
myself from there and then kneeling down at his feet and telling 
him what I hod done. But that again would mean a confes- 
sioQ of the pasL I come to you that morning in order to under- 
stand tiie full enormity of my offence. From the instant that I 
grasped it my whole mind was turned to the one thought of get- 
ting back my husband's paper. It must still be where Lucas 
had [daced it, for it was concealed before this dreadful woman 
entered the room. If it had not been for her coming, I should 
not have known where his hiding-place was. How was I to 
g^ into the room P For two days I watched the place, but the 
door was never left open. Lost night I made a last attempt 
THiat I did and how I succeeded, you have already learned. I 
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brought the paper back with me, and thought oi destroying it, 
since I could aee no way of retuming it without confessing my 
guilt to my husband. Heavenst I hear his step upcHi the 
stair!" 

The European Secretaiy bunt excitedly into the room. 

" Any news, Mr. Holmes, any news 7 " he cried. 

" I have some hopes. " 

"Ahithankheavcail** His face became radiant ""niePtime 
Minister is lunching with me. May he share your hopes ? He 
has nerves of steel, and yet I know that he has hardly slept since 
this terrible event Jacobs, will you ask the Prime Minister to 
come up ? As to you, dear, I fear that this is a matter of poli- 
tics. We will join you in a few minutes in the dining-room. " 

The Prime Minister's manner was subdued, but I could see 
by the gleam of his eyes and the twitchings of his bony bands 
that he shared the excitement of bis young colleague. 

"I understand that you have something to r^wrt, Mr. 
Holmes ? " 

" Purely negative as yet " my friend answered. " I have in- 
quired at eveiy point where it might be, and I am sure that 
there is no danger to be apprehended. " 

" But that is not enough, Mr. Holmes. Vie can not live for- 
ever on such a volcano. We must have something definite. " 

" I am in hopes of getting It That is why I am here. The 
more I think ai the matter the more ctmvinced I am that the 
letter has never left this house. " 

"Mr. Holmes!" 

" If it had it would certainly have heea public by now. " 

" But why diould anyone take it in order to keep it in this 
house P" 

" I am not convinced that anyone did take it " 
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" Than how could it leave the despatch-box P " 

" I am not convinced that it ever <Bd leave the despatch-box. " 

"Mr, Holmes, this joking is very ill-timed. You have mj 
assurance that it left the box. " 

" Have you examined the box since Tuesday morning P " 

** No. It waa not necesaary. " 

" You may ctmcavably have overlooked it. " 

" Impossible, I say. " 

" But I am not convinced of it. I have known such things to 
happen. I presume there are other papers there. Wdl, it may 
have got mixed with them. " 

** It was on the top. " 

** Someone may have shaken the box and displaced it. " 

" No, no, I had everything out. " 

" Surety it is easily decided, Hope, " said the Premier. " Let 
us have the despatch-box brought in." 

The Secretary rang the bell. 

"Jacobs, bring down my despatch-box. This is a farcical 
waste of time, but still, if nothing else will satisfy you, it shidl 
be done. Thank you, Jacobs, put it here. I have always had the 
key on my watch-chain. Here are the papers, you see. Let- 
ter from Lord Merrow, report from Sir Charies Hardy, memo- 
randum from Belgrade, note on the Ruaso-German grain 
taxes, tetter from Madrid, note from Lord Flowers — Good 
heavensi what b this 7 Lord Beltingerl LordBellingerl" 

The Premier snatched the blue envdope from bis hand. 

" Yes, it is it — and the letter id intact. Hope, I congratu- 
late you. " 

" Thank you 1 Thank you ! What a weight from my heart. 
But this is inconcavable — impossible. Mr. Holmes, you are 
a wizard, a sorcerer ! How did you know it was there P " 
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" Because I knew it was nowhere else. " 

" I can not believe my e^ea I " He ran wildly to the door. 
"Where is my wife? I must tell her that all is well. Hilda! 
Hilda I " we heard his voice on the stairs. 

The Premier looked at Holmes with twinkling ^es. 

" Come, sir, " sud he. " There is more in this than meets the 
eye. How came the letter back in the b<n ? " 

Holmea turned away smiling from the keen scrutiny of those 
wonderful ^es. 

" We also have our diplomatic secrets, " said he and, iHcldng 
up his hat, he turned to the door. 

THE END 
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